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[Celebrating Five Years of Punk Planet 


“Even though I work my ass off, when I get down to it, I’m not 
really sure I would do it just for myself. You rarely see me as 


I’ve always been a quarter of Fugazi or Minor Threat. I’ve always 
been a part of something. I’m a vocal person. I talk a lot, so I get 


a lot of attention on that level, but I don’t believe that I would do 
these things if it was just for me.” 
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ive years goes by incredibly fast. 
That’s all that entered my head 
when I stopped to think about the 
fact that this issue marks Punk Plane fs five 
year anniversary. Actually, it was that and god 
you’re an asshole for saying that. Because, of 
course, five years goes by in the same amount 
of time as anything else. But perception is 
everything and so asshole or not, here we are. 

Five years of Punk Planet. Who would 
have ever thunk it? When Punk Planet started 
out, I was 19 years old. I was still in college, 
still convinced I was going to make art videos 
for a living (no, I didn’t do drugs then either. 
And yes, I don’t know what I was thinking). I 
was singing for a punk band back then and 
had made a sum total of two zines in my entire 
life — one that was assembled in one night, the 
other of which was ruined by air conditioning 
fluid from my car on the way to sell them at a 
show. To say that I — or anyone who started out 
working on Punk Planet for that matter — did- 
n’t know what I was doing would be the 
understatement of the year. And to say that 
the first year or so of Punk Planet was a very 
public display of "learning as you go along’’ 
would be very kind indeed. I’ve taken to saying 
that the first two years of Punk Planet sucked 
ass, with little gimmers of possibility mixed in. 
But those glimmers of possibility were, in my 
opinion, few and far between. What motivated 
all of us to stick with it, I have no idea. What 
motivated people to buy it I have even less. 

But stick with it we did and buy it you 
did and now it’s five years later. Five years 
later. I haven’t done anything in my life for 
five years, save for grade school. The longest 
job I ever kept was for four years. The longest 
relationship, just shy of two. I’ve slept, ate 


and showered for 24 years, but beyond just 
daily maintenance, nothing has kept me 
interested for this long. So why Punk Planet ? 
I honestly have no idea. Probably because 
working on Punk Planet, every day is new. 

Of course, after five years — or five 
months for that matter— the inevitable ques- 
tion is "So how much longer?” I’ve been asked 
that repeatedly for the last month or so, and 
my answer is always the same: I have no idea. 

I’ve always maintained that as soon as 
Punk Planet stops being a challenge, as soon 
as it becomes automatic to put out an issue, as 
soon as I don’t quiver with excitement as I cut 
open a box of magazines fresh from the print- 
er, it’s over. I still maintain that. There’s no 
point to me in putting out a dull, repetitive, 
heartless, magazine just because it’s been 
around for a while. I see no need in creating 
an "institution.” So I’ll say it again: as soon as 
it stops being a challenge, I’m outta here. 

But when would that be? Again, I have 
no idea. I only know what’s going on today 
and maybe what’s going on tomorrow. The 
rest of the week’s a bit hazy and don’t even 
think about asking about a month from now. 
Punk Planet, for me, exists in the now. 

Which is why it’s especially exciting to 
have Ian MacKaye gracing the cover of our 
five year anniversary issue. If anyone embod- 
ies living for the now and always staying inter- 
esting and relevant, it’s Ian. Talking with him 
was so inspiring that I felt like I could publish 
for another 10 years. Hopefully some of that 
inspiration will spark you to approach your 
projects with renewed vigor. 

See you next issue, 

VW 
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good lord, he’s the real deal 

From the people that brought you 
the deaths of El Duce and Curt Cobain... 
come punk rock's most important hand 

Featuring living Ijegends: 

Dr Heathen Scum (The Mentors) • Matt Naked (Road Whore) 
Allen Wrench (Road Whore) • Trace Element (White Flag / JFA) 
And The Prince of Punk ... Mark Hernandez 

Get the debut CD from punk rock super group 

KILL ALLEN WRENCH ‘My Bitch is a Junky’ 

and let your free loading slut girlfriend know... she better have 
the pussy hot and the Pabst Blue Ribbon cold 

Send $10 for CD or $1 for catalog and stickers to: 

^ . Devil Vision 

Motion Picture <f 

Company Records ^ 

X 






www.killallenwrench.com 


7284 Lenox Box 126 • Riverside, Ca 92504 USA 

college/pirate radio stations & fanzines 
call or write for your free promo copy ! 
distribution/fan/booking info (909) 780-3897 USA 
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out now! 


[Episode Three] Coop, The mAKE-uP, Pinball, 
Jack Sargeant, I am Spoonbender, Tigermask, 
articles and more. Changing to a new mam- 
moth size, 11x14. $5ppd. 

[Episode Two] Servotron, Deathless, Jim Goad, 
Sticky and more, out now $4ppd. [includes free 
buttons and stickers] [digest] 

[Episode One] The Bomboras, Sticky, Dolemite, 
Chow Yun-Fat, Super Eight Filmmaking and more, 
out now $2ppd. [digest] 
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Nerd Rock Records 



p.o. box 5159 Louisville, Kentucky 40205. 
nerdrockrecords@hotmail.com 


H the aasee lake 

a two song introduction to a suicide note 
Debut two song seven inch. Somber and smooth, with 
enough rhythm to keep you satisfied. 

© $3.00 US Post paid. 

Drifts Get Deeper (Louisville) /Reno Kid (Germany) 
These up and coming kings of sweater rock supply a 
proturbant slice of music as a soundtrack for your most 

© cathartic experience. $8.00 US Post Paid 
At The Drive In/The Aasee Lake Split 7” 

These two soifthern groups offer up unreleased songs 

© guaranteed to get you up and moving (out this spring) 
Guilt CD 

This is a compilation of their: first seven inch, ten inch, last 
seven inch, demo and extra songs, as well as the long lost 
“step down” demo which predates the seven inch. A healthy 
slice of why manic depression helped spawn a new 
generation of metal, (out this spring) 


Nerd Rock Records is a new independent label created by musicians who 
were tired of watching “independent labels” take advantage of their bands. 
We love music, and we feel that the people producing the music deserve 
everything they can get. We urge all people to support the people who play 
music and not the labels who live off them. 

Stores and Distros please contact us for special rates and 
upcoming releases. 
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Can Porn be Punk? 


Dear Punk Planet, 

I want to start by saying that I thoroughly 
enjoy picking up each issue of Punk Planet. I 
am ecstatic to see that while most punk 'zines 
of any stature either stagnate ( MRR ) or regress 
( HeartattaCk ) in quality of content, Punk 
Planet has only gotten better with each issue. 
From design to columnists to contributors, 
the 'zine is getting stronger and stronger and 
is well worth $ 3 - 5 °- It I s a comfort to see that 
there are punks concerned with relevant topics 
and it is nice to actually learn something and 
gain perspective from a punk endeavor, rather 
than feeling alienated or pissed. 

With that said, I was disappointed to see 
the ad for Punk Rock Cock # 1 , promoting 
hot & nasty’ punk sex on tape [PP29, pg. 14]. 
I have no interest in debating you over any of 
your editorial policies, because you seem to 
be doing fine without my help. But I would 
like to address issues surrounding punk and 
sexuality, and the relationship that PP has to 
the punk/HC scene. 

Mainstream culture trains us to be sexual- 
ly dysfunctional, and modern pornography 
feeds that dysfunction. Modern porn operates 
predominantly within the paradigm of male 
domination. Male satisfaction and fetish are 
the focal points with female anatomy being 
highlighted outside of the context that it 
belongs to a human. Women are usually the 
passive partners, the ones being acted upon. 

To be blunt, they are there to get 'fucked.’ This 
makes sex an act for male gratification and 
women are but a tool towards that end. This is 
what we learn, this is what we live, and this is 
what’s reinforced by pornography. 

Punk always pushes itself as an alternative 
to the mainstream, but in their day to day 
interactions, punk is rarely are an exception to 
the norm. Meaning, punks play out the same 
roles of domination, objectification, etc, 
especially with sex. Punk guys scam on girls 
just as much as anyone else, usually while 
spouting off about feminism. This is usually 
defended by statements along the lines of, 'It’s 
empowering for women to degrade them- 
selves.’ I digress, but my point is that objecti- 
fication, domination, and general sexual dys- 
function carry over into the punk/hc scene. 

Also, with as many young, impressionable 
kids as there are in punk rock, how long will it 
be before some 15 year old girl ends up in a 
video with any one of the hundreds of scum- 


bags that are in bands? Or what happens if 
some pro-NAMBLA punk thinks that a video 
camera is a good initiation for a scared kid who 
just found out how much he will be hated for 
his sexual orientation? How many people will 
be manipulated and destroyed by people who 
claim to care about them? How many kids will 
get tricked into a scarring experience? 

As a flag bearer of sorts for the punk 
scene, consider what that ad says to a 1 3 year old 
kid at a Borders Bookstore who just got her first 
Screaching Weasel CD. Do you want people 
associating porn with punk? With Punk Planet ? 

Porn is not funny, and it is not cool. Just 
ask the families of kids who went to Hollywood 
to 'blow up,’ and watched porn careers deto- 
nate their fucking lives. Ravaged by drugs, 
STDs, dead, dying, or just used up and dis- 
carded after multiple plastic surgeries. 

Consider this next issue if Punk Rock Cock 
requests ad space. Any response is welcomed. 

Allah’ u’abha, 

Neal Taflinger 

Neal— 

I want to start this response by saying that 
I haven’t seen Firestorm Productions Punk Rock 
Cock Vol. 1. When I received their ad, I asked 
them to send along a copy of their tape. The 
request wasn’t out of any want to police Punk 
Planet’s advertisers but simply out of curiosity. 
They haven’t gotten me one yet. Thusly, every- 
thing I’m about to say shouldn’t be interpreted 
as endorsement of their product. That little dis- 
claimer out of the way, let’s begin, shall we? 

I find your critique of pornography to be 
really uninformed. Reading your letter, I can’t 
help but walk away feeling like you’ve never actu- 
ally watched a porno movie, instead choosing to 
read a few books that tell you pornography is bad 
and calling it a day. Hey sister, time to get some 
new books. For all the Dworkins and McKinnons 
out there “tsk tsk”ing, there are Sprinkles and 
Brights and Paglias who will tell you that pornog- 
raphy is pretty damn cool — you ever heard the 
term “pro-porn feminist”? Look it up. 

But even more so, it’s time to go down to 
the video store and actually watch a few pornos. 
You really do need to see some to know what 
you’re talking about. I’m not saying that you 
have to go out and kill someone to be able to say 
that murder is bad, but when it comes down to 
something like pornography, you’d better come to 
the table with first-hand knowledge or else 
you’re going to come off as one ignorant mofo. 

Now I don’t sit down and watch or read a 
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great deal of pornography — hardly any actually. 
But I do have two roommates (one a boy, one a 
girl) whose appetite for looking at flesh is pretty 
much insatiable, so by default I come in contact 
with pornos on a fairly regular basis. The stuff 
I’ve seen doesn’t sound anything like the picture 
you paint — quite the opposite actually. If any- 
one’s the passive partner in the flicks I’ve seen, 
it’s the men who are used as little more than 
ugly, hairy, stiff poles for women to ride around 
on. Your argument that the “female anatomy [is] 
being highlighted outside of the context that it 
belongs to a human,” is also laughably off base — 
or at least embarrassingly incomplete. Where is 
the male anatomy in that equation? Are you say- 
ing that pornos begin with long monologues from 
the male “stars” (just so you know, heterosexual 
porno almost always “stars” women) who explain 
that even though they’re standing there with their 
dick swinging in the wind, they’re actually well- 
rounded, complex people and they hope you can 
view them as such, and only then the music 
starts up and the fucking begins? Honey, it ain’t 
like that. Nobody’s given a lot of background in a 
porno. People just walk in, shed clothes and 
scrog away. Plus, if women are just anonymous 
sperm repositories, why are they the people that 
command the starring roles and get the big 
bucks. Pornography is one of the few industries 
where women are paid much, much more than 
their male counterparts? 

Another thing: right now we’re only talking 
about traditional, heterosexual pornography. What 
about gay porn? Who’s the exploiter and who’s 
the exploitee there? What about lesbian porn — not 
the frilly Penthouse shit, but porno made by les- 
bians for lesbians? What about straight porno 
made by women (and yes Dorothy, it does exist, 
check out the work of pioneering filmmaker 
Candida Royale)? Now let’s kick it up a notch: 
What about my lesbian roommate to flat out owns 
porno tapes, buys every issue of Penthouse (and it 
ain’t for the articles), and downloads all sorts of 
gay male erotica to wack off to? How do these 
forms of pornography fit into your simplistic, het- 
erosexist, misogynist world view? 

Now I’m not saying that all pornography isn’t 
exploitative. I’m sure a lot of it is — it’s a capitalist 
venture which means that exploitation is inherent 
to some degree. But isn’t everything exploitative? 
What about the music industry? Major labels 
exploit the bands that they put out all the time — 
often leaving the artists “ravaged by drugs, STDs, 
dead, dying or just used up and discarded.” 

In fact, isn’t that part of the reason that 
punk rock exists? To stand as a beacon against 
that system? So then shouldn’t it be possible to 


make a punk rock porno — pornography that isn’t 
exploitative, that’s done by people that are into 
it to be into it and enjoyed by the same; pornog- 
raphy that doesn’t have the profit motive as its 
reason for existence? That’s a question I’d like to 
see answered — having not seen Punk Rock Cock 
Vol. 1 1 can’t say if they do so or not. 

One of the things that I love about punk 
rock is how it can take a mainstream product or 
industry and turn it on its head, making things for 
passion instead of profit. I love it when I discover 
someone who’s making something other than 
more records (don’t we all have enough already) 
because it means that our culture is a complex 
one that can support a multitude of different 
industries. You ask me if I “want people associat- 
ing porn with punk." I want people to associate 
porn with punk no more or no less than I want 
people to associate punk with things like Gutter 
Jewelry’s studded belts and bracelets, Apartment 
13’s graphic design services, Busy Beaver’s but- 
tons and stamps, Sticker Guy’s stickers or Catch 
of the Day’s hats, notebooks and tons of other 
cool products. All of these punk companies took 
something from the mainstream and made it 
punk. If Firestorm has done the same thing with 
porno (and again, I can’t say if they have or 
haven’t), then more power to them. 

Keep on keepin’ on, 

Dan Sinker 


Discussing the Morning After 


Punk Planet— 

This is in response to your publications 
half baked "DIY” guide to the morning after 
pill [DIY Files, PP29]. While it’s true many 
women may not be aware of its availability, it is 
widely and readily available. It’s not difficult 
to obtain and it is not a secret. No, pharma- 
ceutical companies don’t post flyers on the El 
about it and you won’t see an eerie technicolor 
television ad for it as you do for zyban, clari- 
ton, etc. This is probably a blessing for a point 
the author herself made re RU 486. The 
M.A.P. is available via Planned Parenthood. 
For a list of health care professionals in your 
area who can provide emergency contaception 
call the Emergency Contraception Hotline I- 
800-584-9911- This is much sounder advice 
than Antonia’s suggestion to make your own 
"if you’re currently on the Pill.” For fuck’s 
sake, if you’re currently on the Pill, then you 
have a prescription for the Pill. If you have a 
prescription for the Pill, your doctor is prob- 
ably not a crazed hardcore Catholic who is 


going to deny you the M.A.P. 

And yes, you will get an appt within J2 
hours. I and scores of women I know have 
easily secured the M.A.P. within 72 hours of 
hot unprotected sex— as far back as 1991 ! 

Also — the M.A.P. is considered safe for 
most women, but Jesus — it’s a megahormone 
dose which carries risks and side effects 
women should be aware of before taking. 

I’m sure the author means well, but... 
on the one hand she suggests a non-exisistant 
conspiracy to deny women access to a easily 
obtainable drug and on the other pooh- 
poohs the documented, real IUD related 
•deaths of the 1970’s as "urban legends of the 
80’s.” Ever hear of the Daikon Shield? 

This is some poor research coming from 
someone who wants to fashion herself a fem- 
inist health care activist or whatever. 

A poorly informed woman could actually 
fuck herself up following Antonia’s advice — 
fuck herself up or get pregnant; I wonder if 
Punk Planet would be liable for the former? 
Well, that may be a little alarmist, eh? But 
possible. The point is: you can get the morn- 
ing after pill from a health professional hassle 
free. I speak from personal & female network 
experience. Planned Parenthood! God! 

Yours, 

Simone 

Simone, 

I wrote this article because the vast majority 
of women in America are not aware of the “morning 
after pill” or have heard of it, but don’t know how to 
use it. This is a documented fact; you can look it 
up on the Kaiser Family Foundation Web site. 

People do often mess up the pill dosages, 
so the information I gave is taken directly from 
the Princeton Emergency Contraception Web 
site, the current authority on the subject. The 
reason I didn’t directly point readers to their 
Web site — choosing instead my own at 
http://pubweb.nwu.edu/~aps860/drugchart.htm 
— is because it’s wordy and difficult to navigate. 

Unlike you, Simone, some women aren’t 
comfortable with the idea of calling their gyne- 
cologist or trapsing down to Planned Parenthood 
the morning after a night of unprotected sex, 
and using their current birth control pills gives 
them another option that is right in their medi- 
cine cabinet. As I said in the article, I highly 
recommend using the Preven Contraception Kit 
(which you can ask your doctor to prescribe to 
you ahead of time) instead of this method. 

Also, a recent study in Scotland proved that 
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taking the pills is totally safe in a one-shot situa- 
tion. Obviously, if a woman uses emergency con- 
traception as her main form of birth control, it is 
not going to be healthy, and I don’t recommend it. 

lUDs did have some problems in the past, 
but the copper ones today are used exclusively 
for emergency contraception and are removed 
from the uterus a few days after they are insert- 
ed. They are an excellent EC option for women 
who can’t ingest oral contraceptives. 

As for my so-called “imagined drug con- 
spiracy,” there was a major article about it in 
the Wall Street Journal last July. 

And it is true that most doctors will pre- 
scribe the pills — but only if women know to ask 
for it in the first place. I don’t know what world 
you live in where all women know how to use 
EC, but I wish it were mine. 

Antonia Simigis 


The Price Increase Debate! 


Sinker and Punk Planet— 

I’d like to honesdy thank you for raising the 
cover price of Punk Planet. You expected some 
controversy from the move, and after reading 
the letters in issue # 29, I’d say you got it. 

The reason I’m happy you raised the 
price is very simple: Punk rock economics 
undervalue work (as well as commodities — 
thank you Shaun Godwin for making that 
point), and as a result, the punk scene has 
built an economic system that parallels the 
mainstream, capitalist system albeit with a 
skewed value system. Simply put, the system 
that punk has built is not sustainable. 

What’s the difference, I ask, between a 
multinational company that uses workers’ 
talent while underpaying them (getting the 
best years of work out of them while they are 
young and then jettisoning them when they 
grow older and their needs increase), and a 
punk rock economic system that uses the 
energy and talent of young people who are 
willing to work for less than a living wage? 
How many young people who have been 
involved in the creative side of punk have 
found that they’ve had to move on as they 
grew up in order to simply afford to live? 

Punk, despite its many positive aspects in 
community-building and activism, still relies 
on young people who are willing to work for 
less than the value of the work they do for its 
existence. Sure, a handful of people have 
become successful working within the punk 


realm and have built entities that could sur- 
vive on slim margins, but I guarantee that for 
every one successful 30 year old involved in 
punk, there are another thousand who wish 
they could have made enough on their cre- 
ative endeavor to support themselves. 

It’s sad that the subversive punk subcul- 
ture hasn’t been able to create an economic 
system with any more justice than the domi- 
nant capitalist system. And it’s sad that the 
punk scene’s low prices have reinscribed mass 
consumerism rather than undermining it. A 
$3 CD or a $2 zine might be possible, and 
the lower price usually makes the sale, but at 
what cost to the producer, the creative talent 
behind the work, the distributors and the 
retailers who are all part of the system? Is it 
fair for Punk Planet to expect their distribu- 
tor to distribute the magazine at a loss? Is it 
fair to expect magazine retailers to sell PP 
without making any profit off the venture? 
No. That’s not justice, it’s exploitative, and I 
thought the point of punk was to work for 
positive relationships. 

It’s about time that the scene deals with 
these issues, so I thank PP i or dealing with this 
issue openly. I’ll continue to buy each new 
issue of PP from my local independent record 
store, and I’ll gladly pay a slightly higher cover 
price. Thanks for all your hard work— hope- 
fully this price increase will help justify the 
thousands of hours that go into making each 
issue of the magazine and give the magazine a 
stable base from which to continue its growth. 

Jamie Bogner 

Editor/Publisher, Ska-tastrophe 
Punk Planet, 

I just finished reading the mail section of 
PP29. and I just don’t understand the attitude of 
your letter writers. It seems as if they’re trying to 
say that if you don’t fit their narrow definition of 
"punk,” then you have no right to publish under 
the label that they have somehow copyrighted to 
mean their own personal punk politics. 

Punk to me means a lot of things (and I 
even admit I’ve never really understood exact- 
ly what qualifies as punk) and I think I have 
certain things in common with punk, but I 
have never had any desire to label myself punk 
exactly because of these elitist members. I 
don’t look like or dress like a punk (in other 
words, I don’t wear the "uniform”), I don’t 
listen to many punk bands, but who’s to say I 
don’t have a right to read your magazine? 

I read PPand see punks talk a lot about 


"spreading the word,” but cry foul at bar- 
codes, color covers, price increases and 
printing anything that doesn’t fit within their 
definitions of what punk music is. 

If I were as equally narrow-minded, I 
would never have picked up Punk Planet 
because I simply don’t listen to punk music. 
Luckily I consider the term punk to encom- 
pass a lot more than a handful of strictly 
punk bands, as I would have missed out on a 
lot of cool columns, articles, interviews and 
zine and indie film reviews. 

Punk Planet , whether it contains indie 
rock bands or pop bands or emo bands, 
whether it has color covers or bar codes, or 
whether it’s $2 or $3-50. is undeniably of 
interest to many punks, and questioning 
whether or not every single thing about or cov- 
ered in PP fits under the dictionary definition 
of punk is just stupid, destructive semantics. 

David Cushman 
www.dirtmagazine.com 
Naugatuck, GT 

Punk Planet, 

I’m in full support of the changes at 
Punk Planet. Isn’t being "punk” (whatever 
the fuck that means anymore) something 
about making change? And to Mike 
Deerbrook [mail, PP29] who is whining 
about how he’s a real punk, and how real 
punks aren’t out to make money, and about 
how you never "asked us” what we thought 
about the changes: Mike, you’re right. Being 
punk is asking somebody what they think 
before you do what you want to do based on 
your values and lifestyle. If you were so punk, 
you’d stop crying like a fucking baby about 
how you weren’t asked if they could raise the 
price. You could excercise your right to 
choose, and not buy anymore. Which is why I 
can’t understand people who bother writing 
in to say they won’t read PP anymore. You 
obviously care enough about it to write in, 
which, if you were really pissed off and had a 
motivation other than having other people 
read how cool you are and how much of a real 
punk you are, you would choose not to read, 
and to go about your life. Mike, maybe "real 
punks” don’t use barcodes, so you go ahead 
live your life avoiding barcoded items such as 
toothpaste, food, clothes and newspapers, 
and I’ll live mine how I want. Maybe it’s not 
punjj:, but I’ll live my life based on decisions 
and lifestyle choices that I make, and not 
some dumbfuck "real punk” handbook that 
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you live yours by. Go ahead and live your life 
waiting for people to ask permission. 

Cheers, 

Jeff Barsky 

PP- 

Jeeeeesus Christ! As I subscribe to your 
magazine — and only because it has the word 
"punk” in the title— I didn’t notice the price 
change until I got my copy in the mail. I can’t 
believe you guys sold out like that. I mean, now 
my dad is gonna have to fork over $15 more 
dollars a year to pay for my subscription. After 
a long day working hard at the office to get 
money to buy me bondage pants, he doesn’t 
appreciate this price change at all! I think just 
because you folks at Punk Planet give "punk” 
such a bad name, I’ll become a skin. 

Oi! Oi! Oi!, 

Sid Delicious 

Dear Punk Planet, Mr. Sinker, et al, 

I’ve had Issue 29 for about an hour 
now. I’ve scanned the colums quickly, and 
flipped to the reviews to see what you had to 
say about some of the stuff I’ve passed up in 
the last few months. 

And I’ve read the letters. I figured that 
there’d be outcry about the new price, the 
new paper stock, the new layout, whatever. 
However, I didn’t figure that they would be 
written by 3 y ear olds. 

I’m sure you’re all familiar with 
HeartattaCk zine. I’m gonna use them as a 
sort of example. Awhile back the publishers 
were unsure as to whether or not they should 
start accepting ads from major independent 
labels (ie Revelation, Victory, etc.). I’m not a 
huge HeartattaCk reader, but from what I 
could tell their problem wasn’t neccesarily 
with the labels or the bands, it was just that 
these guys get ads everywhere and anyone buy- 
ing HeartattaCk obviously knows 'em. Giving 
them ad space would just be taking away from 
the really, really small &. local guys. 

It seems to me that Punk Planet has 
reached a simlar impasse, only in a diffrent 
dimension, if you will. Most of the people 
picking up Punk Planet (even those of us who go 
to Tower and buy it) have been reading thick, 
dirty newsprint MRR- style zines for years. 

Punk Planet, which has always produced quality 
writing, reached a fork in the road: improve the 
secondary, yet still integral and important, parts 
of the zine (adding color covers, layout, paying 


contributors, etc.) at a cost to readers and your- 
selves (I think most of your detractors forget, or 
just plain ignore, that it’s a hell of a lot more 
work to put together a nice, color cover & inter- 
esting and creative layouts on every ad-less page 
than just typing up the articles and smacking 
them down with your standard Windows 98 
Times New Roman font headings) or remain 
the good— yet inferior to what could be — zine 
you’ve always been just to keep the price down at 
th e minuscule $2. I almost never see zines of 
any kind — even tiny, half-size 20-page photo- 
copied ones — for that cheap. 

To simplify that, it seems to have come 
down to : 

1) Improving your zine, and thereby 
pushing the boundaries of zinedom (yeah, 
that’s a cheesy word shove it). 

2) Remaining as you were, as a sizeable 
amount of other zines are, and not as good as 
your resources allow. 

I don’t know how the HeartattaCk stuff 
turned out, but you’ve quite obviously cho- 
sen the first, and (in my opinion) much, 
much better option. 

It may be an idyllic and extravagant com- 
parison, but I see what’s happening at Punk 
Planet as similar to the beginnings of the 
straight-edge movement in DC. To para- 
phrase Ian Mackaye from the Another State of 
Mind video, "What we’re doing is not what 
people want or expect. We’re polite, we say 
'please’ and 'thank you’ and we don’t steal or 
cause trouble and we’re not getting fucked up 
or nothing like that. We’re punks, we got 
shaved heads and shit, but we’re good people 
and we’re positive and honest.” It’s the same 
thing with Punk Planet : you are boldy declar- 
ing your affiliations with a subversive sub-cul- 
ture on each and ever cover, yet producing 
something that is now better in all aspects— not 
just writing— than anything else on the new- 
stand. I can look up the aisle and see Guitar 
World or SPIN and know that they’re on shit- 
tier paper, they have uglier, boring, carbon- 
copy layouts and their writing is terrible— not 
just narrow and biased, but actually poor. I 
wonder how some of their writers graduated 
high school English (actually, not being far 
removed from our public education institu- 
tions myself, it’s painfully clear.). 

A zine like MRR is not accessible to 
non-punks. My dad can’t pick up MRR and 
read it and start a discussion with me. All he 
can do is squint his eyes, make some funny, 
contorted and painful-looking confused 
faces, put it down and say "Weird, Dave” 


(which comes, ironically, from a man who 
loves Frank Zappa, quite possibly the weirdest 
human being to walk the earth. Ever.). The 
result is that for all MRR does for the punk 
scene, it does very little. If it’s not pulling in 
new people, it has lost its importance. 

The "New” Punk Planet? I can pick that 
up and show it to people who have no concept 
of punk beyond the spikey-haired kids occa- 
sionally present in John Hughes-esque youth 
movies and in minutes be talking about any 
number of the topics raised in each issue of 
Punk Planet. Communication! It’s a won- 
derful thing, and a thing that I think is lost 
£>n a lot of people once they become solidly 
entrenched in the punk rock world. They 
forget that the punk rock world is still part of 
the larger, more powerful real world. And 
the real world may suck, but there’s no escap- 
ing or running away from it. There s just 
changing it, and you can’t change it unless 
you interact and communicate with it. 

When I first got into punk, I was 
extremely hesitant, even afraid, to buy any 
zines. They all looked so scrapped together. 
The only thing I could think was "If they 
really had something to say, then why hasn’t 
everyone been listening? Why aren’t they in 
giant, super-glossy full color, attractive day- 
glo colors shouting themsleves over all this 
other stuff?” I eventually got over that. I’m 
sure every day, though, that there s another 
14. year old standing in Tower looking at 
MRR or Punk Planet or Change or whatever 
and thinking "Jeez, I really like those Dead 
Kennedys guys and they’re punk and this is 
supposed to be punk, but it s so cold so 
negative and angry. It’s almost insulting me 
just because I haven’t been reading for 
years,” and just putting them down and mov- 
ing on. Whereas now, that kid can hold 
Punk Planet and see it as a legitimate publi- 
cation— an honest-to-goodness rival to com- 
mercial, mainstream magazines. Not just an 
alternative anymore. Good. Heavy. 
Worthwhile. I can’t think of anyone else 
more deserving of a "raise” as Punk Planet. 

Congratulations to all of you, 

Dave Elliott 

Bethlehem, PA 

WRITE PUNK PLANET! 

Punk Planet Letters 

PO Box 464 Chicago, IL 60690 

punkplanet@punkplanet.com 
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Saul GoodMan, M.D. 


mail order.distribution 


OUT Now! 



http://www.saulgoodman.com 


debut full length 
so. cal style punk rock 
in the vein of lifetime 
or propagandhi . . . sorta 


built to spill * nirvana * get up kids * elliott smith * shellac 
jimmy eat world * drive like jehu * jesus lizard * superchunk 
and tons more! FREE STUFF with every order!! 

1223 wilshire blvd #823, santa monica, ca 90403 
310.264.0439 fan@saulgoodman.com 


sase for catalogue 

Cd' s $6.oo us. $7.oo woxljd. 


W V to 

, MIDDLE MAN RECORDS 

^ C / John Q Public 

£ V P. 0. Box 4606 

Lafayette, In. 47903 


Ded^' 

of. 

VnAA*" 



improvement 

also available: Smash Your Radio! label sampler CD and Everything Off-Beat Vol 2 CD ($5 ea.) 


Runforyerlife CD 

Spirit-filled, Caribbean spiced ska 
with strong female pop vocals and 
soundtrack jazz appeal 


First Grade Crush 

“It’s Not You It’s Me" CD 

Hardcore indie ska-rock with feelings, 
produced by Mark Ruebel (Hum, 
Poster Children) 


Peacocks 

“In Without ■ Knocking ” CD 

Switzerland’s most notorious 77 
punk-rockabilly ska band hits our shores 


coming soon: MegaSuperUftra, Dr. Manette 
Orangetree(ex-MU330), Teenage Frames 
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OUR KILLER BULK STICKER DEAL 


Blue Tip 
Diesel Boy 


$ 137 / 100 13X18.5" 1 COLOR SHEETS 
AS MANY STICKERS AS YOU CAN FIT ON A SHEET 


Nobodys 
Mustard Plug 
Jets To Brain 
Sweetbelly Freakdown 
NOMEANSNO 
Jade Tree 
Hopeless Retards 
Stink 

I am Spoonbeader 
i At the Drive la 

Lag wagon 
Joan Of Art 

I Funeral Oration 
88 Finger Louie 
Swix 
Digger 
Lifetime 
Dillinger 4 
Mad Caddies 
The Queers 
Sax-O-Tromba 
Secret Agent 40 


Cheapest PricesU! Do The Math 


Support punk busines =* Example: 

20 stickers per sheet x 100 Sheets 


2000 stickers for $137.00 

This price includes cutting 
Thats only 7^ each!!! 


sticker with the bulk sticker deal, that means any size. 


Any Color you want!!! 


WE SPECIALIZE IN MULTICOLOR STICKERS AND T-SHIRTS 


So you don't have much money & 


Against All Authority 
Heckle 


9 * you still want I or 2 color stickers 

Here's the deal. These prices include everything setup, printing, cutting, shipping (US. Only). 
The I Color stickers you have a choice of about 12 different colors. The 2 Color stickers you 
«m us a light color and a dark color, NO WHITE. Call us and well send you a full price list, 
samples, and color chokes. 

4.25"x4.25" 5001 Color $110 6.14"xl.61" 500 1 Color $80 

L 500 2 Color $155 500 2 Color $125 


JP5 

Good Riddance 

Humdrum 

Hanson Brothers 

Shewbusaess Giants 

Alternative Tentacles 

Siren 

Bracket 

Clowns For Progress 
Unamerican Activities 
Miss Lonelyheart 
Shiny nine 
KSUN 

MEAN PEOPLE SUCK 


White Shirts 


with a 1 Color Print 

White i □□% cotton 

FFHJIT OF THE LOOM HEAVY T-SHIRTS 
ANY SIZES 3MA4.U TO X'CAROE 


The Fine Print- 

One Time Set up Charge $28 
Minimum order 50 
Shipping additional, but reasonable 
Any color Ink you want 

ink switches $8.00«r the »w>t» «wi t>h» in. *nd * 

AU ORDERS MUST BE PREPAID 

Z Week Turnaround 


50 Colored Shirts 

1 Color Print on Colored Shirt 

tfOLDREO 100% COTTON FAiltT OF THE UJO* HKAVV T‘Shi«TS 
1 Any 812E6 $m*U- TO X'tAfiOE 


The Lost Record Store 


fcflLL OR SEND FOB SAMPLES. PRICE LIST. AND COLOR CHOICES 


stag o« call roKsmncs^n^ 707.664.1 770 


Phone 707.664.9673 


Diesel Fuel Prints 445 Portal St. #5 Cotati Ca» 94931 U.S.A 


ANY COLOR! ANY SIZE! FAST TURN AROUND! 


Some of our 
satisfied customers 


2 WEEK TURNAROUND 


mu mu 

BIISHIBH 

mu mi 

BIISHIBH 

BUSH f mi 

BIISHIBH 

BIISHIBH 

BIISHIBH 

BUSH Hill 

BIISHIBH 

BIISHIBH 


BIlSHfBH 

BIlSHfBH 

BIISHIBH 

BIISHIBH 

BIISHIBH 

BIISHIBH 


BIISHIBH 


I 







THE VOGUE 


mexoo7 selftitled r 


Tmpir%% 

— til * 


1 01 1 boren ave #906 Seattle wa 98104 

mail@mademmexico.net www.madeinmexico.net 



(@D 

Kill 

your 

radio. 



pop, punk, hardcore, 
indie, emo, garage. 

write for free 
catalog and stickers, 
pob 68082 

Schaumburg, Illinois 60168 
info@skatterbrain.com 

www.skatterbrain.com 


www. spacpbasedes ign. com 


SICK OF PAYING CORPORATE PRICES FOR INDIE RELEASES? 



SUCKER 


Sick of paying high prices to corporate record stores & still not being able to find all the indie releases you're looking for? Well, if so, 
check out VERY Distribution & Mailorder. We offer over 300 different labels and specialize in hardcore & punk rock, plus we even carry 
indie rock, ska, and metal stuff, too. We've got a huge 120+ page catalog, offer fast, honest, & reliable service, and we even accept all 
major credit cards. So what's the difference between us and them, you ask? Simple. We actually give a shit & listen to a lot of the music 
we sell, and we don'tjust see indie labels as a dollar sign or a new trend. How's that old saying go? I think it goes by the kids, for the 
kids". Plus we sell stuff for a hell of a lot cheaper (i.e. most full length cds are priced from $8-$12, t-shirts for $12, Ips for $6-$8, etc), 
and we've got tons of vinyl, too. So you want to find out more? Just send us $2 (US), $3 (world) for a copy of our latest mailorder 
catalog. It's fully descriptive, and filled with tons of cds, vinyl, cassettes, videos, zines, clothing, stickers, & more. So break away from 
the corporate stranglehold they've got on you, get off your lazy generation X ass, and send a few dollars to: 


mailorder 



p.o. box 42586 
Philadelphia pa 19101-2586 
usa. 


www.verydistro.com 


^s/ribuliofl 


Tranquillity Base 


he Eagle Has Landed - 2x12" - $10.00 

Don Caballero, Smart Went Crazy, Cerberus Shoal, 

Ethel Meserve, Watts Systems Ltd., Drill For Absentee 
Plus 13 more and a cool map. 

Cordial - C.D. - $8.00 
’Charmed’ 

The Hourly Radio - C.D. - $8.00 
Inverted Guitars and Concentric Amplifiers’ 

Technician - 7" - $3.00 

Galaxian / Cordial - split 7" - $3.00 

Soon: Lungfish / Glorium, D.J.Oneness 
Los Despeinados, Grandmaster Garlic 

P.O.Box 184, Bryn Mawr, Pa., 19010 
www.tranquillitybase.com 
610-525-8735, Checks/M.O. to Nik Sokol 
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Debt Ass • KicI^ 

• • - established: Fhnk\Saft 
' "linked. Cdofs of/lbve^ 


1 HI II tl §11111 


As a staple in the NYC xti #£j 
Dripping Goss releases their inost tnatiae 
aikantodate. 

"'•••.. "Blue Collar 


.:• “^xiccessfully irieshing the 

of pop with the ||lrl| 

IIIP3;- Si' ••.. xorei- :,• ig 

; • “Ripped” ; 


H E C 0 R 0 WM 1 *Y & 
315 Bowery NY NY 10003 
•• wwwwcbgb.com 
cbgbrecords@erols.com 



I personal^ can’t feci anv fear anymore since a long time. The only thing that is 
there to k»c is the love I feel for all those, who have made an almost permanent 
impact on me just because of a special look. Ot the fact that one will lose the 
precious memory of listening to frequencies, sound, and music in association with 
space/time forever. Outsiders who cannot share this basic attitude with us will never 
be able to understand that. That's how one has to analyse the chain of slogans in the 
lyrics of a song and the cutting up of loops, melodic phrases in music. We don’t need 
to suffocate ourselves in information, which would mean just posing with our own 
knowledge. The associations that come up through the information bits open up a 
view of what is underneath the tip of the iceberg. Bang! Bang! Bang! That happens 
almost every second. Am euphoric intoxication develops, where you feci as if you hold 
the world in your own hands. That this causes a lack of understanding with older 
people, or people who “feel/ think old” is actually more planned than coincidence. 
Take the eye off tradition, cut off the root. To us the lives of John Lennon and Sid 
Vicious are reduced to a sample. It's the same with a hundred thousand dollar- sound 
effect which you sample from a video for free. “B lank Generation” can be covered 
every twenty years. I also thmk that everyone of my age should be aware of the fact, 
that if nothing happens, those who are bom today will cut our heads off 
Alec Empire. Berlin J998 

60 sterna wipe out 


HU f 1999 




tuneintokyo 

... “heat resistant" 7 

(Ip coining soon) 


P|PF V out now: 

0 ' tintoretto cd/ep 
meadowlark s/l 7" 
talag seventeen split 1 " 
cd discography 

k net your age records) 

lorophyll regions" cd/ep 
n day remembrance" lp 


)lit Ip 

nd his package split 


ntoretto cd cp: S5 
overseas add 20° 


7. austin. tx. 787 1 3 






ILABLE: NEVER NEVER 12", JESUIT 7", DRQWNINGMAN 127CD, BOTCH 12’VCD, COALESCE/BOY SETS FIF 
) KILLING" CD. CAVE-IN "BEYOND HYPOTHERMIA" CD, CAVE IN 7". PIEBALD "LEMONS..." CD. TODAY IS THE 
E DAY LIMITED 7”. ETC PRICES: CD OR 12" - SB / 12" + 7" OR 2 X 12" - SIO / 2 X 7" SB / 7" $3.50 / CAT 

ORDERS ADD $1 . OVERSEAS ORDERS ADD $2 FOR 7" AND S3 FOR EVERYTHING ELSE. EXCEPT CATALO 
l\IG SOON COO NOT ORDER YET): AGORAPHOBIC NOSEBLEED “PCP TORPEDO" 6”. COALESCE "THERE IS 
i DILLINGER ESCAPE PLAN/DROWNINGMAN SPLIT 7". CAVE-IN/BOTCH SPLIT 7". ETC. PLEASE SEND: YOU 
1 CHECK (NON BOUNCABLE PLEASE). OR WELL CONCEALED CASH TO: HYDRA HEAD RECORDS, P.O. BC 
MAILORDER CUSTOMERS GET FREE STUFF AND COLORED VINYL (HINT. HINT) DISTRIBUTORS CONTACT 
IE (A IS) 726 3594 FAX (419) 726 3595. E MAIL: INFO©LUMBERJACK-ONLINE COM. POSTAL: P.O.BOX A 

THANKS. 









Reflections on 
Five Years 

Twelve hours on the 
job again today. If 
I’m lucky, I’m out of 
here in another two. 
If I’ m not, it’s 
another night spent 
contorting my 6 ft. 
body onto a 5 ft- couch. Tomorrow, it’ll be more of the same. Same 
goes for the next day, a Saturday. Sunday doesn’t look too promising 
either. In fact, all of next week is a write off. 

Back when I used to work a "real” job, I got up at nine, was at 
work by IO or so, fucked around until noon, went to lunch, came 
back and talked with co-workers until two or so, and then thought 
about getting to work. On a really good day, I could get away with 
doing maybe two solid hours of work. A bad day saw me hunkering 
down for five hours. And I was the best worker they had. They were 
upset when I told them I was leaving — seriously! 

I got two letters today. One was from a guy named Sergio from 
Long Island, New York. Sergio wrote to tell me that I’m a sellout for 
raising the cover price of Punk Planet from $2-00 to $ 3 - 50 - The 
other letter was from my bank. They called to tell me that I’m $400 
overdrawn. Payday is 27 days away. 

I started working when I was 13 by watering plants for my aunt 
and uncle’s landscaping company. I rode my bike down to their 
nursery at 6:30 in the morning three days a week, watered plants 
until 7 : 45 an d then would ride to school. At 14, I was washing 
floors and working the counter at a local bakery. At 16, I was tend- 
ing to the salad bar at a health food store and at 17 I was stocking 
shelves at an upscale house wares store. At 18, I was parking cars. 
Then I started Punk Planet. I tell you all of this so you know that 
I’ve worked. For the last II years, I have worked at least part time 
all the time — that doesn’t even include the years spent lawn mow- 
ing, snow shoveling and baby sitting— jobs my suburban parents 
found to keep some cash in my wallet. At its worst, I worked three 
jobs while going to college full time and working on the 'zine. At 
its best — which would be right now — I have worked solely on the 


’zine, grabbing some freelance design and writing jobs when 
money gets tight. 

Three days past deadline, I got one article in. I got a lot of phone 
calls though. Promises, too. Lots of people said Tuesday. It’s 
Thursday now. Others said Wednesday— their stuff isn’t in either. The 
smart money would bet on articles coming in after the weekend, but 
my money’s on next Wednesday at the earliest. This sort of thing used 
to worry me. Not anymore. 

I can remember sitting at my desk at the last "real” job I worked — 
paste up for an alternative newspaper — writing "I hate this” over and 
over and over again. My boss walked over and asked what I was working 
on. I showed him. I didn’t care. Neither did he, asking, "When you’re 
done with that, could you do some filing?” 

Last production cycle, the hard drive crashed 36 hours before we 
were supposed to print. We lost the issue. I threw up. That night I 
went bowling, drank beer, danced with a beautiful woman in a lonely 
country & western bar and woke up next to her in the morning. It 
took three people and one week to raise the issue from the dead. Two 
months later, I am through with the issue but I’m still seeing the 
woman. "I’ll still be here when things calm down,” she says during the 
current crazed production cycle. I want to believe her, but she would- 
n’t be the first to leave because I had too much work to do. 

My printer faxed me two weeks ago to tell me if I didn’t pay him 
for the last issue, he wouldn’t ship the new one to our distributor. We 
owed him $4,791. There was $1023 in th e Punk Planet bank account. 
My best writing is seen only by people I owe money to. He sent the 
issues on to the distributor. Now we owe for that issue too. 

I was replaced as a plant waterer because they needed someone 
that could work every day— I found out by showing up one day to see 
someone else watering the plants. I quit the bakery job because the 
manager was evil — she was fired months later for stealing money from 
the register. I was fired from the salad bar gig because I wasn’t "a team 
player”— I told my family I was let go because the salad bar wasn’t mak- 
ing any money. I was transferred from stock boy to shipping clerk 
because I could "work alone th^t way.” I quit the parking job after 
crashing a mini van. Five years after starting Punk Planet, I’m still 
working on it. It’s the longest job I’ve ever had. The hardest, too. 
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Walking behind two 
kids in his dorm , my 
friend overheard one 
guy jokingly say to 
the other: "Better 
watch out, before I 
pull a Matthew 
Shepard on you... ” 


The local college paper printed an editorial under the headline 
"Gay Awareness Week Glorifies Perversity, ” which asserted that 
homosexuality is a "birth defect, ” and that lesbian women are "hell- 
bent on .. . killing all the men. ” Later in the article, the author 
asked, "How come lesbians in real life are never like those nice ladies 
you see in late night Cinemax movies ?” 


A local weekly paper printed a questionnaire that asked, among 
other questions, if Columbus would be a better place with twice as 
many gay people, or half as many gay people. 

In a women ’s studies class at the college in my town, one student 
stated that homosexual couples have no right to raise children. 
Another student explained that back in high school, he and his bud- 
dies would take kids they suspected of being gay out behind the school 
and kick the shit out of them. He defended his actions by simply say- 
ing, "We had to do it. The bible says they’re wrong. ” 

Words can be powerful and violent. These hateful words create an 
atmosphere of danger and constant threat to anyone queer, and to any- 
one who makes it clear that they will not tolerate oppression and hate. As 
I’ve witnessed each of these examples of terror, I’ve wondered how to 
respond. How can these words be effectively countered, and how do we 
confront the people who utter them? Seeing their impact on my friends 
overwhelms me with fear and anger. I worry about the actions and the 
reactions these words inspire — not only does hateful language encourage 
violence against queer men and women, but it opens up the possibility 
for violent retribution by queer people attempting to defend themselves. 

"Words, words, words. Words hurt a lot, but so would a bullet 
right through your fucking head. "Torches to Rome sang that years 
ago, but it echoes through my head a lot these days. When can violent 
tactics be used to counter the institutionalized violence and oppres- 
sion in our society? When do these tactics work against us, bringing us 


down to the same levels of terror and intimidation? I’m not sure that 
these lines can be drawn, or that I can say, case-by-case, when a vio- 
lent response is acceptable and when it isn’t. 

I’d love to think that if I refuse to respond to violence with vio- 
lence, I’d hold a moral and ethical high ground. But turning the 
other cheek just means you get hit twice. I’d love to think that we 
could combat the language of hate with reasoned discussion. But we 
aren’t often in a position to change the minds of those that menace, 
threaten, and hurt us. Self-defense is usually defined as escaping 
harm in an immediate situation, but I think it deserves broader con- 
sideration; if we can’t establish an environment free from these 
threats, then self-defense in individual cases is meaningless. 

The show had ended, the only people left were the bands and the 
kids who lived in the house. We were all hanging out in the kitchen 
when our housemate called out from the front room "Hey, could 
everyone please come out here RIGHT NOW?” His voice was calm 
but firm. We rushed to the next room to find two guys standing in 
our house with a menacing look in their eyes. They accused us " fag- 
gots ” of having stolen the keg from their party, and made it clear they 
weren t leaving without it. We explained that we didn ’t have it and that 
it was time for them to leave, but it took all twelve of us to get them to 
leave our house. They hung on, inching their way back from us onto 
the porch and down the steps. Once they reached the sidewalk below 
us, they started up with name calling again. "What is this, some kind 
of faggot party? Y’all look like a bunch of fags. ” This went on for a 
few minutes, as I held my breath and waited for them to leave. Finally, 
after one of the thugs called my friend a "blue haired whore, ” the gui- 
tarist from one of the bands leapt over the porch railing and pounced 
on the kid. In the split second before he landed, everything changed. 
The tension finally broke— the fight erupted. 

Afterwards, we were all pretty dazed. I couldn ’ t believe that my 
friends had actually been the aggressors — our side started the fight. 
Weren’t we better than that? Could we have easily just walked back 
into the house and shut the door, and avoided the whole conflict? 

Not quite. Though we had actually thrown the first punch, from the 
moment those two jerks introduced the threat of violence the moment 
they entered our house. I later understood that dealing the first blow 
can be an act of self-defense. There is a time for walking away, and 
there is a time for drawing the line, for showing that you will not be 


PUNK PLANET 19 


I 


threatened, intimidated, or beaten. I'm not talking about pride, I'm 
talking about survival. 

People who argue that violent defensive tactics equate to violent 
aggression ignore a critical difference. While the means are similar, their 
intended ends are completely conflicting. What I find so horrifying about 
violence is its capacity to enforce absolute control — violent acts and violent 
words aimed at denying queer people the right and the ability to live as 
they choose. On the other hand, I think violent tactics can legitimately be 
used to protect our basic rights to make our own decisions, to live our 
own lives, and to establish an atmosphere of respect and understanding. 

I’m not being cavalier about this — deciding to respond with violence 
is not an easy choice. But at least the implied threat changes the dynam- 
ics a little. The conventional liberal tradition of tolerance and relative 
morality is important to preserve, but that can’t be done if all of us sim- 
ply shrug our shoulders and condemn the violent repression we’re faced 
with. Our lives are being taken away by a consistent and determined 
hateful opposition, and unfortunately our efforts to make this a more 
compassionate society don’t always work. Living a life of nonviolent 
behavior is commendable, and brings us all a little closer to that compas- 
sionate society. In the meantime, however, we need to think about other 
ways to send a message that violent repression will not be tolerated. 

It was three in the morning but the muggy August heat hung in 
the air, cut by his slurred shouting voice: " Fuckin ’ faggots!" He wait- 
ed, shouting still — was he waiting for a response? After a few minutes, 
he heaved a jar of jelly through our living room window. Six months 
later I found the remnants of the attack buried under our dead old 
couch: shards of the old windowpane streaked with congealed grape 
jelly. I’m scared even in my own home. 

The day after Matthew Shepard’s murder, I watched my house- 
mate cut out a stencil of the words "QUEERS BASH BACK” and 
head out the door with a can of spray paint. I hope someone else gets 
scared this time. 


All I read these days 
are essays and non- 
fiction and books I 
have already read. I 
read an essay a few 
months ago by Ted 
Rail called "College is 
for Suckers,” in 

which he explains his hypothesis that a college degree is far more 
worthless in this day and age than it once was. He points out that, 
while a degree may make you more marketable when you are looking 
for work, the difference is slight compared to the cost of tuition and 
fees. And, in this country, most people who earn degrees end up 
spending the next twenty years paying off their student loans. So if 
you didn’t get a job relative to that degree you paid for, it’s quite a 
waste of rponey, no? 



I am living proof of this. I dropped out of liberal arts college after 
two years, struggled awhile, figured out what I wanted to do, taught 
myself how to do it, and now I am making more money than my father 
did when he was forty, doing something I actually enjoy, and building 
a strong resume. And no loans to worry about. HAH. Of course I’d 
still like to learn more, possibly even in a classroom setting. But we’ll 
see if I ever feel that I don’t have the skills to get a good job again. 

Doubt it. Just lucky I guess. But I will admit: I do not yet have my 
dream career, which would be to write full time. I guess I have always 
known how much luckier I would have to be to do that for a living. 

Elliott Smith played here in San Francisco the other night. 

There was something quite earnest and truthful about him. He forgot 
the words to one of his own songs (and blushed a little, I’m sure). The 
light show played across the many crystal chandeliers on the ceiling 
and somehow made them glow with this ghostly purple tint. I wanted 
him to play his acoustic guitar. But he remained plugged in, and came 
out twice to satisfy the echoing applause. 

Maybe someday I will pierce my ears again. I first had them done 
when I was about twelve or so. My mom liked the idea of me wearing 
jewelry, but I rarely did because I was absent-minded about stuff like 
makeup and hairspray and adornment. It just didn’t occur to me until 
hours later when I would see the popular girls all decked out in their 
acid wash jeans and blue mascara and foot-tall bangs. Anyway, I soon 
tired of cheap drugstore earrings and the way they inflamed my ears. 
Though it has easily been six or seven years since I last wore earrings, 
the holes are still there and still occasionally become irritated. Wear 
tiny silver hoops that hug my earlobes... Yeah. I’d do that again. But I 
wouldn’t stick myself with foreign objects anywhere else. 

I dreamt I had a book of matches. I was trying to light a room with 
candles. But the candles I had melted down to shapeless puddles, I 
couldn’t find their wicks, and I couldn’t light my matches. I held a match 
up to my face and saw its transparent head, which looked like a lacy black 
web of hairs. I couldn’t light the candles, and I ran out of fire. 

It was so hard to get out of bed again today. I took a long time get- 
ting ready. On my way out I looked at my high school diploma lying on 
my table (I recently visited my dad and fetched it from the garage just out 
of curiosity) and noticed the program from commencement was still in 
there, in perfect condition, unread in almost eight years. I looked at all 
the names; they still produced faces for the most part. Young faces. The 
people in the honor society and the top 5% of the class had a + by their 
name. I wondered what they were doing; those so destined for achieve- 
ment. Possibly working in a grocery store or in middle management. 

Then I walked under the fog to the Muni station. I noticed that 
someone had set fire to a newspaper at the bus stop. The flames 
engulfed the paper. Some suit guy walked by and toasted his hands, 
then strolled down into the station. The next woman who came along 
plucked the flaming newspaper from the bench and set it on the 
ground, then stepped on it until it was just swirling ashes. 

On a train downtown. The guy standing next to me is wearing a 
navy blazer with big buttons that are stamped with little anchors. He has 
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on a green silk shirt. The woman next to me looks like a schoolteacher. 
Her hair is silver and she is reading a Target catalogue like it’s a maga- 
zine, slowly turning over the pages and letting her eyes wander over each 
item. The lady across from me looks distressed. She is wearing a cash- 
mere lilac turtleneck and a huge diamond ring. Her fingernails are 
manicured perfectly— no color, just a high shine. The man next to her is 
reading the newspaper and follows the print with his finger. He has on a 
suit and tie and overcoat, large glasses, carrying a camel- colored brief- 
case. The manicured woman exits the train at Montgomery; I can’t help 
noticing that she is going out into the bitter cold morning with no coat. 

It occurs to me that I have somehow become a morning person. I 
wonder if it’s genetically inherited. As I was growing up, my parents 
would get up around six every morning for work, and then on the 
weekends, allow themselves to sleep in until about eight o’clock. At 
which point, rather than let my brother and I sleep on through the 
morning, we were usually rudely roused out of bed. Something about 
"sleeping the day away.” 

After I left home and went to college, I still hated getting up 
early. It got even worse after I dropped out and didn’t have a job for a 
few months. When I moved to California, I again lived a carefree life 
of getting up around II, going off to my crappy part time job a few 
hours later, staying up late. 

But then, I started getting these real jobs and having to be at work 
by nine or even eight a.m. And they weren’t jobs where you could get 
away with being late, either. So I became accustomed to getting up at 
6, like my parents, and being on my bicycle by ten minutes to seven. 

At first I hated it. Even now I am not one to jump out of bed with 
delight when my alarm goes off. But when I do finally drag my ass into 
a vertical position, go through my routine of getting dressed, washing 
up, feeding cats, etc, and step out my front door, when I am greeted 
with a shady street dappled with white sunlight, or even dulled by an 
overcast sky, I am glad to be awake. I love how the air smells, I love the 
breeze carried in from the sea, I love how the morning light bends 
just so. There is a certain quiet, and the air is getting warmer rather 
than colder. And coffee is perfect at this time of day. 

I think it has been nearly three and a half years since I dated a boy 
who ate meat. I think at this point I never shall again. Maybe I am getting 
even pickier as my late twenties loom near, as if that were even possible. 
That guy who ate meat smoked, too. And put a lot of crap in his hair. I 
have such a laundry list. Mustn’t eat meat, mustn’t smoke, mustn’t drink 
(or just infrequently and never to excess), mustn’t use drugs, mustn’t be 
some loser who plays Nintendo all day long if given half a chance, must- 
n’t like beep-beep oontz-oontz music, mustn’t be an insensitive prick. 
No hippies allowed. Must buy me flowers and love it when I return the 
favor. Must love cats, must be able to cook, must be tidy, must drink cof- 
fee, must dislike television, must love to read and go to museums and 
maybe even write. I would like a sweet and perfect boy to walk with to the 
coffee shop on Sunday mornings and read the paper quietly and drink 
some joe and look at each other and smile and know and. . . sigh. 

Seasons changing again, mail: PO Box 14-934- San Francisco. CA 
94114. email: jane@jane.org. web: www.jane.org. Cheers. 


If aliens from outer 
space landed in my 
apartment tomorrow, 

I would hand them 
Patti Smith / 

Complete (Lyrics, 
Reflections, and 
Notes for the Future) 
and say, "This is Patti Smith. Don’t listen to what they tell you about the 
'70s. Read this first.” The book looks and feels like the *7° s I remember 
most fondly: a gritty black-and-white time that scowled at commercial- 
ism, materialism, and the removal of unwanted body hair. I’m talking 
about the post flower power, post disco '70s, the bastard child of the 
decade which nobody in the media seems to want to resuscitate. 

'70s revival is an interesting phenomena. Those of us who were 
in 7th grade during the disco era would just as soon never hear Donna 
Summer again, ever, as long as we live. It seems that folks who were 
infants, toddlers, and prepubescent children during the '70s are the 
most anxious to simultaneously revive the decade and throw rocks at 
it. Whenever fashion trends are mined from a previous decade, 
they’re worn with a sneer. Look how stupid people were back then, 
and so on. Along with the plaid, the polyester, and the flares, revival- 
ists have adopted the notion that nothing much really happened in 
the '70s. Basically, people wore stupid clothes and did drugs for ten 
years. They just didn’t know any better, because it was the '70s, and 
people were stupid in the '70s. Sorry, I’m starting to repeat myself. It 
must be because I grew up in the '70s. 

Bear with me a moment while I defend the much maligned 
decade, please. The Women’s Movement, Black Power Movement, Gay 
Rights Movement, to name a few, all occurred in the '70s. Gloria 
Gaynor and those of her ilk were not the only recording artists of the 
decade. Let’s not forget The Stooges, The Velvet Underground, and 
David Bowie, who did some of his best work in the early '70s. The '70s 
also brought us the MC5 and the New York Dolls. These artists and 
others like them laid the groundwork for what was to explode in the 
mid-to-late '70s. Remember, kids, 'punk’ as we know it started not in 
the '80s, but in the mid '70s! I’ll avoid the annoying hair-splitting 
debate about what punk means and who’s punker than who. But while 
we don our polyester prints and snicker at their origins, let’s not for- 
get to pay homage to those who made the '70s a truly great decade. I 
should know, I was there, and I was potty trained the whole time. 

Patti Smith was one of the artists who made the '70s a great 
decade for Rock-n-Roll. Patti Smith / Complete is a volume of pho- 
tographs, poetry and autobiographical prose spanning her career, 
beginning with childhood photos and reminiscences about her earli- 
est desire to write and ending, fittingly, with a photograph of her son 
and a quote from the poet Rimbaud (Smith has often cited Rimbaud 
as an inspiration). Like most of Smith’s work, the book is substantial 
without heaviness, beautiful without glossiness. Newcomers to Smith s 
work will gain a good sense of her talent and her influence from read- 
ing this volume. Refreshingly, Smith pays her own influences their 
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due. Unlike many autobiographical works, Smith’s Complete lets us 
know that her innovations weren’t born in a vacuum. 

Smith was born in Chicago in 194-6, and grew up primarily in 
southern New Jersey. At age 21, she moved to New York and 
began writing poetry. There, she became acquainted with such 
talents as Robert Mapplethorpe, John Cale of the Velvet 
Underground, and playwright Sam Shepherd, to name a few. She 
published poetry in music magazines like Creem and Rolling 
Stone, foreshadowing the fusion she later forged between poetry 
and Rock-n-Roll. 

Smith was largely self-educated. She didn’t boast an ivy-league 
degree, a trust fund, or super-model looks. My friends and I admired 
her for her talent, her grit, her guts. But we didn’t worship her — we 
identified with her. Both her poetry and her music are complex, but 
unpretentious, always just simple enough to be called Rock-n-Roll, 
always down-to-earth enough to make you want to dust off your own 
guitar and write a song. Complete packages that spirit beautifully. 
Though the book contains many photos of celebrities, it doesn’t have 
a "Look at me, I’m a star” feeling — nothing Smith produces ever does. 
My one close encounter with Smith in person proves this. 

It was a few years ago at a book signing at Shakespeare and Co. I 
was wearing my $15 vintage leopard coat, too small in the shoulders 
and ripped in the sleeve. When I reached the table, I was breathless. 
Here was my chance to tell Patti what she had meant to me all these 
years. I said something like, "Hey, Patti, you saved my ass when I was 
15.” I handed her my copy of Early Work, opened up to "Piss 
Factory.” She looked at me like she had no clue was I was talking about 
and said, "I don’t know about that, but... that’s a great coat.” When 
those aliens land, that’s a story I’ll be sure to tell. 

A version of the previous originally appeared in the Winter 
issue o/Black Book magazine. 

By the time you read this I will be 35 years old. I have 
found myself announcing the imminent arrival of this birthday 
randomly, to anyone who will listen, for several months now. Not 
that I want a lot of special attention for my birthday, but because 
I’m looking for a certain reaction. I want people to say, "What? 
You’re how old? 35? No way. I thought you were X number of years 
younger," etc. etc. Sometimes I get the desired result, and that 
keeps me at it. It isn’t just that I don’t want to LOOK it, I don’t 
want to SEEM it. Because I have an idea in my head of what 35 is 
supposed to be, and I don’t want to be that. Of course, at the same 
damn time, I feel like I SHOULD be that, indeed, that I am a big 
loser for being anything else. 

Here are some of the things that I imagine real 35 year-olds saying: 

" Turn that down, it's giving me a headache. ” 

" That’s not even music. I can't understand the words. ” 

" What does s/he know about real life? S/he is too young. ” 

Here are things I’ve actually said recently: 

" Turn that down, The Offspring (Beastie Boys, Green Day, 
Everclear, etc.) give me a headache. ” 

" That’s nothing but a bunch of samples stolen from REAL musicians. ” 
"If I have to hear one more thing about how Jewel lived in her 


fucking van, I will throw myself in front of a speeding taxi. ” 

(More about Jewel: as my friend Moira says, who the hell hasn’t 
lived in a car at some point in their lives, and who fucking cares?) 

Real 35 year-olds have some kind of a plan, some idea of what 
they want to accomplish in the next decade, or better (worse?) yet, with 
the rest of their lives. Real 35 year-olds have furniture. Real 35 year- 
olds don’t do 'zines about their cats. Speaking of 'zines about cats, 
Violation Fez the school issue, is actually underway and may very 
well be finished by the time you read this. E-mail first to make sure. 

Send your $1 or 'zine trade to Violation Fez, PO Box 2228, 
Times Square Station, New York, NY 10108. LEAHzz@aol.com 


For some reason my 
friends Dave, Jessye, 
Martin and I thought 
it would be a brilliant 
idea to go to Montreal 
for New Year’s. It 
took 14 hours to drive 
there from Chicago 
and 20 (yes 20) hours to drive back due to the amazing blizzard of ’99, 
the ice covered highways, and mysterious lack of snowplows anywhere in 
Michigan (where we spent 8-9 solid hours on the barely driveable I- 
94)* This incredibly long, agonizing drive was made somewhat tolerable 
by highly entertaining sing-a-longs to 7 Seconds, Gorilla Biscuits, Fun 
People, and exhaustively detailed conversations on a myriad of topics. 
One issue that I haven’t been able to get out of my head since then 
sprang from our discussion about slacker roommates. 

It’s truly incredible how lazy and irresponsible many of my room- 
mates have been. I’ve generally lived with people that I would consider 
very conscious and aware of environmental, political, and social issues. 
Strangely enough, it doesn’t appear as though any of these ideas are put 
into practice domestically. Most are fairly minor, like the unwilling- 
ness to kick in a little extra for recycled toilet paper, but one that I 
absolutely can not stand is the tendency for people to fall into domes- 
tic gender roles. At first it only mildly irked me that other female 
housemates and I took on most of the responsibilities for buying stuff 
for the house, cleaning it, and taking out the garbage, and recycling, 
but now it has become an almost constant source of frustration. 

Most of the people I know in this town come from fairly com- 
fortable, stable families. I can only guess that most were at least some- 
what spoiled by their families — I know I was. I never really had to lift a 
finger around the house. When I moved out I lived alone for 2 years 
and the second year I got my act together and kept my tiny efficiency 
clean and in order. I highly doubt that my feminine side just hap- 
pened to kick in all of a sudden making me a homebody, but I do have 
to question why, ever since then, I’ve lived with males that generally 
don’t do shit around the house. On our torturous way back to 
Chicago Martin told me his theory that kids — especially males — that are 
spoiled tend to grow up dependent on their mothers. When they 
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move out of the house, they transfer this dependence to their "moth- 
er substitutes” — their female roommates. In this small way, mothers 
that spoil their sons are undermining one aspect of feminism or gen- 
der equality or whatever you want to call it. 

Maybe this sounds like an over analyzation but I have to agree 
with Martin’s theory. Most people I know that have lived with their 
friends have noticed this same pattern, where females take care of 
most of the household chores while males keep themselves busy mak- 
ing the messes. This seems far too common to be a mere coincidence. 

I don’t know if I even have to say this but women are not born 
cleaners and tidiers, just as we aren’t just walking wombs. It boggles my 
mind that supposedly sensitive PC male feminists aren’t necessarily 
aware of this. Personally, I’m tired of being a housemaid and debating 
lame excuses that leave me feeling like a mom chiding her lazy son. 
Although it may seem like it, I’m not the kind of person that always 
runs around screaming, waving a feminist banner, and finding every 
opportunity I can to instill white male guilt. I just can’t get away from 
the fact that pretty much every male I’ve lived with has been a lazy sloth 
while my female roommates and I scrub floors and wash dishes. 
Thankfully it has never gotten to the point where I’ve given my room- 
mates scratch ’n’ sniff "good job!” stickers for doing their chores. 

Maybe that isn’t such a bad idea considering no amount of friendly 
reminders, requests, cajoling, orders, or threats has worked yet. 

I tend to think that the personal is political and try to exercise this 
ideology in small, maybe silent, irrelevant ways. Dumb as it sounds, selec- 
tive stealing is something that I (and tons of others) do to sort of keep 
sane in our shitty consumerist/capitalist society. I’m not saying I'm some 
kind of Robin Hood and everybody should listen and follow or that steal- 
ing is a noble and liberating experience, but here are a few thoughts: 

• I never, ever steal from individual people, punk distros/busi- 
nesses, or from local mom and pop type places. I only steal from huge 
chain stores, gas stations, and the like. I know for a fact that people 
stole records and t-shirts from Los Crudos (in the US) while I was 
taking care of the distro stuff. Not many things have pissed me off 
more than knowing that some assholes out there would steal a $5 
long-sleeved shirt from one of the hardest working DIY bands ever. 
Most people would argue that stealing is wrong period but I would say 
that (for me, anyway) it isn’t unethical to steal from big corporations. 

I almost feel that I have to steal from a gas station when I fill up 
because I really hate giving my money to companies whose profits are 
built on a foundation of other people’s blood and wholesale destruc- 
tion of the environment (yeah, I know that by driving a car I’m part of 
the problem. I’m not perfect. Crucify me). 

• Scamming is stealing and we all do it on some scale whether or 
not we realize it. I’ve heard so many people say that scamming is "dif- 
ferent from stealing” as a way to justify what they know they’re really 
doing — stealing — which they say is wrong. Check out the enlightening 
book Sabotage in the American Workplace by Martin Sprouse for 
some delightful examples of scamming. 

• Be really careful and choosy. It’s not worth it to be arrested for 
stealing a few -packets of $1 dry transfer letters (guess who that hap- 
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pened to). Stealing stupid shit you don’t need totally signifies suc- 
cumbing to a consumerist attitude. 

Endnotes 

• I need to keep my mouth shut department: Contrary to what 
I’ve said in the past, I am not doing Agipunk/Alarma North Ajnerica. 

I am also not in South Ajnerica though I hope to be soon. 

• Thanks so much to all the awesome people we were with in 
Montreal especially Yannick, Becky, Gordon, Dennis, Claude, Jessie, 
Ivan, Ben and anyone else I missed! (Sorry, I’m bad with names) 

• A lot of info in my column in Punk Planet 29 was out of date by 
the time it was published. Please send some stamps or a nice letter for 
more info on Colombia, East Timor, and other related issues. 

PO Box 2IIO Champaign, IL 6 l 825 ~ 2 IIO USA or 
kimbae@hotmail.com 
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One of my best 
friends got married 
this past weekend. I 
know she would scoff 
at the arguably juve- 
nile term "best 
friend,” but for the 
sake of this column I 
think we can let it ride. It was a lovely wedding. . .although I can’t hon- 
estly say I have much of a point of reference. The only wedding I had 
attended prior to this one was for an old penpal of mine. She was 
marrying a man with both Mafia and S.S. Soldier blood in the family. 
I distinctly remember that day because it was one of the coldest days in 
Toronto winter history, making its mark at around -50C. I’m not 
exactly sure what that translates to in Fahrenheit but I’d guesstimate at 
somewhere around REALLY FUCKEN COLD. Brrrr. 

I was one of two visible minorities present that day. In confidence, it 
was disclosed to my old friend that the two non-white guests must obvi- 
ously be HER friends. This pleasant tidbit was not passed along to me 
until later and, suffices to say I was not down with my pal’s newfound in- 
laws. They are the kind of 'family’ who put people into wheelchairs. For 
real. The last time I heard from her they had gotten a Rottweiler which 
promptly mangled her hubby’s face. I haven’t heard from her since. 

Anyhoo, back to our fresh-faced newlyweds. The wedding was 
beautiful in the sense that it left a few kids with specks of sentiment in 
their eyes, but not in the sense that you have to spend a bijillion dol- 
lars in order to make a wedding look physically beautiful. Screw that 
crap. It took place at a local legion hall down by the lakeshore. I kept 
expecting to see glorious prizes of taxidermy lining the hall’s walls. 
Thankfully no stuffed wonders did my four eyes discover. 

Is it just me, or do huge grandiose weddings seem like far more 
effort than their actually worth? If it were my wedding, I’d say gimme 
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Vegas, an Elvis-impersonating minister, and a heart-shaped tub filled 
with alcoholic merriment. Ohhh, if only Tortelvis had the power to 
perform marriage ceremonies. My sweetheart and I would sound out 
those magically binding words "I do,” whilst fervently giving each 
other "The Claw”— The Claw of Looove. 

Food wise, Joanne’s idea for a punk as hell potluck buffet turned 
out to be a scrumptious success. It made so much sense, too. Instead 
of paying through the nose for some swish little catered affair, why 
not simply ask your culinary inclined pals to each bring a dish or two? 
It’s not hard to whip up some gusty grub that any post-wedding posse 
would devour in a split-second. Yours truly brought the 'Pass the 
Beano! Bean Salad’, and my favourite poor woman’s dish, "The 
World Famous Patti Potatoes.” Bound to please (Patti) every time. I 
was afraid nobody would eat my bean salad because the navy beans 
somehow made the rest of the beans look gross and mushy. 
Presentation is everything don’t cha know. Just ask Pasquale. But 
nope, those legumes left the building indeed. 

Buffet style eating is always a hoot and a half. It’s like this mad 
frenzy to consume a little bit of everything and then go back for sec- 
onds and thirds — as much as you can possibly shovel in until your belly 
is jussst about to explode. All without looking like pigs? Not possible. 
And what about mastication, you say? For shame! Tee hee. 

It’s funny. Why is it that when turning points occur in the lives of 
people surrounding us, we tend to compare their situations to our 
own? I’m sure we have all done this on various occasions. Dick got that 
great promotion he’s been eyeing vs. I think I’m gonna be in school for 
the rest of my life. Wendy is dating a new honey she picked up at the 
grocery store vs. I think I’m gonna go eat worms. Jolene got knocked up 
by ??? and is now living with her mom vs. I’d rather ingest mud. 

Albeit somewhat selfish in nature, it strikes me as a fairly normal 
reaction to perform these kinds of mental comparisons. It doesn’t 
have to be about competition or jealousy. Sometimes these events 
serve as much needed catalysts for some serious self- reflection. 

Whatever the case may be, I’m sure all of us "kids” at Jo 'n’ Brad’s 
wedding took a moment or two to think about marriage in general, 
and wonder if we will we ever tie the proverbial knot, excepting, of 
course, the good handful of attendees presently engaged. This, added 
to the whole scenario — including a severely deformed conga line — left 
me feeling very., .(grimace) adult. 

Now I don’t mean adult in terms of merely being over the age of 
18. I’m talking about the waiting-for-the dancefloor-to-mutate- 
into-macarena-formation type of adultdom, the boring haha-if-I- 
chuckle-enough-people-will-laugh-with-me kind of adultdom, the 
growing old and entering the bastion of the banal— hellooo Dullsville. 
Although, who’s to say I’m not already there? I did recently spend a 
wild Friday night re-designing my silly column header. It just goes to 
show that the guy who once said to me "Those Koreans sure know how 
to party!” was really onto something. 

I guess just the mere notion of spending the rest of my life with 
one person totally weirds me out. If anything, common-law seems to 
be an all right way to go. But it’s no secret that straight married cou- 
ples are entitled to more perks in our society. Unfortunately, that is 
the way the piano rumbles. When it comes to obtaining things like 
spousal work benefits, bank loans, tax breaks, or even the right to live 
and work in another country, it’s that little piece of paper and a cou- 


ple of rings (candy, Spice, or otherwise) that makes a considerable 
difference. I wonder if Joanne and Brad would have bothered getting 
hitched if there wasn’t that pesky ol’ border constantly getting in their 
way. With all due respect, my guess would be no. 

I realise I must sound incredibly dour with regards to the subject 
matter. But can ya blame me? At the most selfish level, part of me doesn’t 
like to see my friends get married because I’m afraid that, as they essen- 
tially enter a new life, they’ll appear less in mine. You see it happen all the 
time — pals who hook up and then promptly disappear into the Bermuda 
Love Triangle. I know it takes effort from both ends to prevent this disap- 
pearing act from happening, and no, I’m not bitter. I’m just obser- 

vant. They don’t call me Patti 'O Watchful Eye’ Kim for nothing. 

This is the part where I get all mushy. 

Joanne, man, I love ya and wish you and Brad all the best in life. 
You two are disgustingly cute together. When Chad toasted you during 
the reception as being a very sweet and lovely girl, I swear it wasn’t me 
who muttered, "They don’t know Joanne.” But a big hi-five to whoever 
did say it, hehe. And Brad dude, break her heart and I break your KISS 
belt buckle. Special thanks to Jamie — Joanne’s best man — for coordi- 
nating the excellent 'Stripaoke’ stag party. Words cannot describe such 
an event so I won’t even try. Extra special thanks to Lisa for helping me 
get my shoes off at the end of the evening. Where would I be without my 
friends? Just nobody else get married for a while, y’hear?! 

The Ps>K Bug, Box 68568, 3boA Bloor St. W, Toronto ON, 

M5S iXl Canada or fhabzine@interlog.com 

P.S. During the course of writing this column, I took a break to 
watch the recently restored version of Hitchcock’s Vertigo. Now Kim 
Novak’s a babe — no doubt. But her eyebrows in this film are beyond 
disturbing. They look like they’ve been painted on by Mr. Hanky from 
South Park. Rent it and prepare to wig out. Only Pavarotti can match 
mesmerizing facial "hair” fascination. And on that grim note, I leave 
you with thoughts of wild unibrows and animated poo. Sweet dreams. 


Every time I pick 
up and hear her voice 
I shudder with guilt. 

I know it was my turn 
to call and most likely 
has been for three or 
four calls now. She 
opens with her stan- 
dard greeting, "hey what’s up,” not phrased as a question, kind of like 
when you say it as you walk pass somebody in a hallway, not stopping 
to collect an answer. I respond with my guilty sounding nothing, 
"what’s up with you,” also not a question. I’m going to start calling 
more often, I swear. She never says anything about it being my turn, 
but I’m sure she keeps score. We all keep score, don’t we? 

She said she scored some Tennessee Williams, some Faulkner and 
a couple of porn novels at the thrift store for under five bucks — a nice 
haul for a thrift store. Her mom picked up an ugly fucking coat for 
two bucks. So ugly she pointed at her mom and laughed when she 
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tried it on, not thinking she was serious. There were plenty of decent, 
serviceable coats there for two dollars that weren’t nearly as unpleasant 
to look at but her mom went for this... this crime of a coat. Said she 
was ducking down at stoplights on the way home so as not to be seen 
with her mom wearing this atrocity. "How can I put up with a mom 
who would seriously buy and wear this coat?” she asked. "I mean... is it 
me or is that a serious character flaw?” I tell her she’s right. I always 
do. I tell her sometimes fashion crimes are felonies, right up there 
with murder and armed robbery, and should be punished as such. 

It says a lot about you, the second hand clothes you’re willing to 
wear. Clothes that already have a story before you ever put them on. 
Wearing somebody else’s clothes, their story becomes part of your story. 
You’re the next chapter in the novel of the clothes. Or perhaps it’s a short 
story, or a poem. Or Faulkner or Tennessee Williams or cheap porn. You 
can wash out the dead skin cells, the sweat, the smells of the previous own- 
ers — but you can never wash out the tales the clothes have to tell. 

Pants down around the ankles, secretary bent over the desk, fucking 
on lunch break. Shirt ripped open clearing the chest for the defibrilla- 
tor, paramedics working frantically trying to save a heart attack victim. 
Minutes later, the dead loaded into the ambulance, paramedics standing 
around joking and laughing as if nothing had just happened. Shoes 
worn on her wedding day, 30 years ago, the happiest day of her life. 

These are clothes that somebody could no longer stand to have in 
their homes. Couldn’t bear the sight of them anymore, perhaps 
because of the stories they held. Perhaps seeing them brought up too 
many painful memories. Betrayal, deceit, lost love, reminders of past 
victories now long gone. The coat, she said, she couldn’t imagine what 
kind of person would own this thing. Whatever story it had, it was the 
a gaudy one of a tacky, tasteless person. 

She read me a little of the Faulkner and a little of the porn over 
the phone. I told her whatever sophisticated culture Faulkner portrays 
of old South has long been dead, or never reached the parts I’ve seen 
and known and lived in. The South I know is poor and ignorant— all 
of the cliche’s are true. Forging beautiful, compelling stories out of 
the South I’ve seen is a task I can’t imagine. My time in the South 
offered me no visions of grandness, past or present. 

She said she had to talk to someone about this thing she saw. Said 
I was the one. Of course I didn’t mind. We’ve seen some shit together. 
It’s a formality to apologize to certain people when you’re about to tell 
them what’s troubling you. Unnecessary, but good form none the less. 

She’d had a nice day out with mom. Uncommon, so when it hap- 
pens you notice, you know? Not many in the last IO years. So you 
notice. They did some shopping, got some lunch— had an all right 
time. The kind of day at the end of which you think maybe you’ve 
finally gotten to the point of being able to relate to your parents as 
adults, and they to you. Maybe the days of overwhelming mutual dis- 
appointment are over. The kind of day you feel all right about your- 
self and, bad fashion choices aside, about your parents. Nobody is any 
less flawed than they were before, but everybody seems a little more 
willing to live with each others shortcomings. Most of them, at least. 

On the ride home her mom stepped on the brakes and a bottle of 
Listerine rolled out from under the passengers seat hitting the back of 
her shoes. Only for a moment, her mom stepped on the gas and the 
bottle disappeared back under the seat. Mom didn’t see it. Doesn t 
know she knows. 
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A hard punch in the stomach to ruin a hopeful day. 

Her mom is an alcoholic. Hasn’t drank in years supposedly — goes 
to the meetings, can probably tell you the 12 steps backwards in pig 
latin by now. When she was younger, when she knew her mom still 
drank, she used to go around the house searching out her mom’s hid- 
ing places and secret stashes, emptying out any booze she found. Her 
mom is a crafty woman so this was an involved, heartbreaking task. 

This was before she had her own troubles with drinking to deal with. 
Before she got kicked out of the house and mom and dad changed the 
locks on the doors. She says it’s no wonder where her own compulsions 
and tendencies and low self-esteem come from. Mom was a very effi- 
cient drunk, always able to convince people that there wasn’t a prob- 
lem. Even after overdosing on pills she prescribed to herself from the 
pharmacy she acted like it was no big deal. If she gets back into the 
drugs she’ll probably end up killing herself. Now that she doesn’t live 
at home, who’s going to keep an eye on mom? Who’s going to throw 
out the drugs and the booze? Her mom liked to fill Listerine bottles 
with Seagrams. She usually kept it in her purse or in the car. 

I fell for her because she’s read more books than me. I fell for 
her because when we met she asked what I was reading and I told her 
She’s Come Undone and Bastard Out of Carolina, she told me she’d 
read them both and they were great. She could argue up and down 
about the perfections and flaws of a thousand books I’d never read, 
never even heard of. 

Faulkner is her new thing. She’d read Light In August, then 
Sanctuary, then Requiem For A Nun. She got Absalom at the thrift 
and was about to start it. She said she liked him because his stories felt 
familiar to her. The madness and suffering mainly, but also the 
redemption. Characters who all have secrets to hide. She said she has 
a lot to be ashamed about, and she felt close to his characters. 


In my dreams I was a 
tough guy, but that 
was about as far as it 
went. Oh, I could 
play the part well 
enough as long as I 
had a gang to back me 
up, and I’d managed 
to get myself into some pretty serious aggro involving guns, knives, 
fists, and boots, but on my own, I was still a scared little kid. 

I was 19 that winter, but could easily pass for 15. I’d already been 
kicked out of college twice, once for drinking on campus (things have 
changed a lot since the mid-60s) and once for trying to burn down 
the student union. I’d also managed to get kicked out of the boarding 
house where I was living for almost burning it down, too (this time 
was an accident, I swear; after a couple of six-packs of Pabst Blue 
Ribbon, I’d fallen asleep while smoking a cigarette). 

I was working on the assembly line at the Chrysler plant in 
Detroit, and since my parents lived nearby, it made sense to move 
back in with them for a while. Having been on my own since I was 17, 
it was a bit humiliating, but I figured I could put it up with it for a few 



months until I figured out what to do next. 

I wandered down to my gang’s old hangout, though I didn’t expect 
to see anybody. Most of the guys were either in Vietnam or prison, except 
for a couple who’d managed to find girls dumb enough to marry them. 

A new gang had taken over, but they were mostly little kids, 13 to 
15 year-olds. Because I looked more or less the same age, they 
befriended me, and because I usually knew how to get hold of beer 
and similar contraband, I became very popular. 

They were what you might call white trash nowadays, well on their 
way to being junior high school dropouts, but they were nice enough, 
and they had cool greaser hairstyles, which at the time were rapidly 
becoming extinct, thanks to encroaching Beatlemania. The ones I 
remember best are Hootie, who’d just moved up from Tennessee or 
Kentucky, Gary, who had "future gas station attendant” written all 
over him, and Vinnie, who’d come from Brooklyn and could have 
stepped right out of the touring cast of West Side Story. 

One day I showed up in a state of severe frustration because none 
of my usual connections had come through with the beer we’d been 
planning on drinking. Gary said, "That don’t matter, we can just go 
to the trailer then.” 

"Trailer?” 

"Yeah, we met these queers that live in the trailer park over by the 
city limits. They’ll give us all the beer we want.” 

I’d never thought of Gary as being the worldly type, let alone the 
type to go out making friends with perverts. I’d never even met any 
queers myself, unless you counted the time my old gang and I had 
gone downtown looking for some to beat up. 

But the other guys nodded their agreement. "We went there last 
night, and they got us a whole case, and we each got a pack of ciga- 
rettes, too,” said Hootie. 

I tried to play it off cool. I hated it when people knew about some- 
thing I didn’t especially when they weren’t even as old as my little brother. 

Don t bullshit me, man,” I said. "You didn’t go hanging around 
with queers. There’s no queers around here anyway. They’d get their 
asses kicked.” 

But they all swore it was true, and the next thing I knew, they 
were dragging me off to the trailer park. 

It was a seedy place, pretty much the bottom of the barrel, even 
for that part of Downriver. Why Richard, Dick and Chuck (I realized 
much later that those probably weren’t even their real names) had 
decided to set up shop in that forlorn nest of rednecks, wifebeaters 
and cons on the lam were a mystery to me. 

I had been under the impression that queers generally dressed up 
as women and minced around to Judy Garland tunes, but these guys 
would have fit right in at the factory where I worked. One of them, 
Chuck, actually drove a semi truck, and totally looked the part. 

They greeted us and passed out beers while giving me the once- 
over. I still wasn’t clear what, if anything, we were supposed to do, but 
I soon found out, as Gary and then Vinnie disappeared into the back 
room with one of the guys. 

"Don’t worry,” Hootie whispered to me, "all you have to do is let 
them suck your dick. It don’t hurt none, and they won’t make you do 
nothing to them.” 

I was worried anyway, and not just for the reasons he might have 
thought. I’d never dared to admit it to myself, let alone anyone else, 


but I’d been wondering for a while if I might be a queer. I’d even got- 
ten to the point where I thought I might like to try it out, but with 
somebody my own age. These guys were all like 30 or something, and 
not even remotely attractive. 

What I was really afraid of was that if I went in the back room with 
one of them, he’d be able to tell that I was queer. And that’s exactly 
what happened; when Chuck took me back there, I ended up sucking 
him off. I hadn’t wanted to, but it was like I had lost control of myself, 
as if some other power had temporarily taken control of my body. I 
begged him not to tell the others, but of course he did, and from then 
on all three of them were constantly trying to get me alone. 

After a few weeks' we stopped going there, partly because it had 
gotten boring, and partly because Hootie heard that Richard had 
recently gotten out of prison for doing something— we weren’t sure 
just what — to another young boy. I was getting ready to leave Detroit 
again anyway, and I would probably have forgotten about the whole 
thing except for that fateful day. 

It was one of those days you get toward the end of winter, when 
the trees are still bare and look so mournfully deathlike silhouetted 
against the sky, but a warm breeze springs up from somewhere, carry- 
ing with it the sweet breath of spring. It’s the kind of day that makes 
you want not just to be outside, but to be moving, going places even 
when you know there’s really nowhere to go. 

I wandered the dirty streets, cut across a muddy field, and soon 
was miles from home, in a neighborhood people never walked 
through. Suddenly I realized I had found my way to the trailer park. I 
wondered if it was by chance or if some subconscious force had led me 
there. But what the heck, I thought, might as well stop in and say hello 
to the queers, hello and goodbye, actually, since I was planning on 
leaving town the next day. 

I’d never been there in the daytime before, and only Richard was 
home. Something was different about him. At night, when everybody 
was there, he was the nicest and most normal one. But now, even 
though he offered me a beer and a sandwich, he didn’t seem his usual 
friendly self. In fact, he didn’t seem friendly at all. I almost felt as 
though he wanted me to leave, but when I offered to, he said, "No, 
don’t go, stay here a while.” It was more of an order than an invitation. 

I figured he would want to have some kind of sex, and as long as 
it wasn’t anything too involved, I didn’t mind— especially if I had a 
couple more beers. And sure enough, once I’d finished eating, he 
started fondling me and trying to get me to do the same to him. I 
responded kind of halfheartedly. I wasn’t really in the mood for it. 

I let him suck me off, thinking I had done my good deed for the 
day. But he wasn’t about to leave it at that. "What are you going to do 
for me?” he suddenly demanded. 

Ordinarily I would have been willing to try and get him off, but 
something about him scared me. I got up, mumbling about how I’d bet- 
ter get going, but he pinned both of my wrists to the kitchen table and 
held me down. The next thing I knew he was on top of me, and even 
though he wasn’t all that big, it felt as though I was suffocating under him. 

"I’m tired of you kids coming around here thinking you can have 
anything you want and not giving anything back in return,” he said, 
and as he spoke, he began pulling my pants off. Not very gently, 
either— I heard them ripping in a couple places. When one of my 
boots wouldn’t come off right away, he yanked at it until I thought he 
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was going to twist my foot off along with it. 

I wondered afterward why I didn’t try to fight him off or at least 
scream for help, but I felt completely powerless. It seemed as though 
he was going to get his way and there was nothing I could do about it. I 
wasn’t even sure what he was so intent on doing until he forced him- 
self into me, and then I cried out loud. He held his hand over my 
mouth, not so much to forcibly silence me, but more as if to say, "Be 
a man about it, don’t be a baby and cry.” 

But cry I did, silently, tears streaming down as he fucked me with a 
series of short, harsh thrusts punctuated by mechanical sighs and grunts. 

It hurt like hell, and seemed to last forever. I tried to think of something 
else, told myself it would all be over in a few minutes, the same thing I 
used to tell myself when the dentist was drilling on my teeth, but it wasn’t 
working. Eventually I just tried to make my mind go blank, and when he 
pulled out of me with a final rough jerk that made me cry out loud 
again, I thought, "This must be what it’s like to be dead.” 

I laid there on the table a while longer, still crying, almost, crazily 
enough, wishing that Richard would console me, give me a hug, tell me 
that he was sorry, or at least that it was all right now, it wasn’t going to 
hurt anymore. But instead he walked around to the other side of the 
table and stuck his dick in my face, trying to force me to suck it. 

I turned my head away and said "Haven’t you done enough?” 

He ignored me, and kept saying, "Gome on, suck it.” When I still 
kept resisting, he walked over to the sink and made a show of wash- 
ing his dick off. Then he came back and tried again. "It’s clean, now 
you can suck it.” 

By then I’d climbed partway off the table and grabbed my pants. I 
circled warily around the table, him on the other side trying to get at 
me, but also trying to make it look casual, as though we were just a 
couple of friends fooling around in the kitchen. 

I managed to get my pants on, and with my boots in my hands, 
made a dash for the door. He caught me before I could get out, but 
then I said, "Honest, Richard, I gotta go, my parents will come look- 
ing for me if I’m not home by dinner.” 

Of course my parents had no idea where I was, and wouldn t have 
come looking for me if they had. I was 19. had a job, and came and 
went pretty much as I pleased. But Richard didn’t know that. He 
thought I was 15 or 16, and for a moment I saw a look of fear flitter 
across his face. 

Anxious not to lose my advantage, I said, "I’ll come back and see 
you tonight after dinner, okay?” I figured my best bet was to pretend 
that everything was normal and that we were still friends. It worked. 

He let me go, and I stumbled out into the muddy road that led out of 
the trailer park. It wasn’t dark yet, but the wind had turned cold, and 
I walked home in a daze. 

It wasn’t till I was about to go in the door that I noticed the state I 
was in: my coat hanging wide open, my shirt half tucked in and half 
hanging out, one of my boots not even zipped up. I pulled myself 
together and went straight to bed without saying a word to my parents 
or anybody else. 

And that was that. I never thought of it again, not till about 20 
or 25 years later, when I was listening to some radio program. A 
bunch of women were talking about how they had been raped when 
they were young but never realized it at the time, or had blocked it out 
of their memory. 


"Silly women,” I thought. "How could someone be raped and 
not know it?” Hang on. Hadn’t something like that happened to me 
once? Holy shit. If they were silly, so was I, because there’s no other 
word for what happened to me: it was rape, pure and simple, and I 
hadn’t realized it either. 

Sure, you could say that it was at least partly my fault, that I 
shouldn’t have gone there in the first place, that I already had a sort of 
sexual involvement with the guy. You could even say, as men often do 
about women who are raped, that I was "asking for it.” But what hap- 
pened to me was totally against my will, hurt me physically and scarred 
me emotionally, and shouldn’t happen to anyone, ever. 

It would be years before I was able to have a normal sex life, and 
I’m still not so sure how normal that was. I did all the things people 
regularly do, and probably a few more that aren’t so regular, but I could 
never fully abandon myself to the moment, never fully let go of my fears 
and hesitations. When I told people that 1 was going to write about this, 
one said, "Why didn’t you ever get the cops after that guy?” Another 
said, "If he’s still alive, you could sue him, you know. Still another 
said, "If that happened to me, I’d hunt him down and kill him.” 

I’m not interested in any of that. Vengeance is not my thing. 
Anyway, even if Richard is still alive (and not in prison), he’d be in 
his 60s at least. I doubt he’s still out there raping anyone. The likeli- 
hood of me ever seeing him again (or recognizing him if I did) is 
almost nonexistent. 

I just had an odd thought: what would I do if I did see him? 

Would I be able to speak to him, would I be able to explain what he did 
to me and how it made me feel? I’m not a scared little kid anymore 
(though I still act like one sometimes), but when I try to imagine what 
words I would say to him, my mind just goes blank. Somehow bas- 
tard” or "asshole” or "motherfucker” all seem pretty tame, and "You 
robbed me of my youth and innocence” a little ludicrous. I mean, am I 
expecting him to feel guilty? As though somehow my youth and inno- 
cence would be any more important to him now than they were then? 

Try it yourself. Think of the worst thing that anyone ever did to 
you, and then imagine the person who did it is standing right in 
front of you. Do you know what words you would say? You might 
have spent days or months or years fantasizing about beating them to 
a bloody pulp, but if you had to confine yourself to words, could you 
really express just how much it hurt, just how horrible it made you 
feel? If you can, then you’re a better man (or woman) than I am, or 
at least a more articulate one. 

The truly evil things in life, I’ve found, are not the dramatic, spec- 
tacular events, but the numbing, dulling ones, the ones that cause us to 
shut down our thoughts and feelings and simply try to forget. In the 
course of my life I’ve been beaten almost to death, been locked in jail, 
had guns held to my head, been robbed of everything I owned, and while 
I wouldn’t want to repeat any of those experiences, there’s something 
qualitatively different about them. I remember them, they’re my experi- 
ences, I can feel anger and remorse and passion about them, and yes, 
maybe even smile a little about them now that they re only memories. 

But what happened to me that day in the trailer doesn t make me 
smile, and I don’t think it ever will. Nor does it make me angry or 
sad, or anything at all. There’s just a dull, aching emptiness where 
that particular memory used to be, or might have been. A hole in my 
soul, you might say, a place where I’m no longer alive. 
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JELLO BIAFRA 

IF EVOLUTION IS OUTLAWED, ONLY 
OUTLAWS WILL EVOLVE 
Spoken Word Album #5, out now! Less 
rock, more talk. A stiff shot of reality... 
shaken, not stirred - but always controversial. 
VIRUS 201 3xPic. Disc LP: $18.00 / 3xCD: 
$18.00 / 3xMC: $12.00 


HOWARD ZINN 

A PEOPLE'S HISTORY OF THE UNITED STATES 
Coming in Febuary! A scintillating lecture and 
discussion by the legendary educator, historian, 
and activist Here Zinn outlines, with great 
humor and passion, the recovered stories of 
social movements - labor, civ! rights, feminist 
anti-war - which are left out or grossly distorted 
by mainstream “historians". Educate yourself... 
VIRUS 224 2xCD. S15.00 



VARIOUS ARTISTS 

NOT SO QUIET ON THE WESTERN FRONT 
Available again after over 10 years (for the first 
time on CD!), a document of the Northern 
California & Nevada punk scene as it was in 
1982, compiled by MRR founder Tim Yohamon 
& longtime zine/radio show contributors Jeff 
Bale, Jello Biafra and Ruth Schwartz. 47 
bands in 84 minutes, plus a 52 page booklet! 
VIRUS 14 2xLP/ CD: $12.00 

HELLWORMS 

CROWD REPELLENT 

SFS finest trio of noise-punkers (ex-VICTIM’S 
FAMILY, SATURN'S REA COLLAR) are back to 
their roots - spine jolfing pummel-rock! With 
a downright., okay, well say it... almost 
melodic bassline and intense chops - you'll 
worry about your ears! 

VIRUS 219 LP $9.00 /CD: $12.00 



JAD FAIR & JASON 
WILLETT 

ENJOYABLE SONGS 

Tell Grandma to put her teeth in. It's bme to 
have a party. This is pop music in the most 
basic definition - like a roller coaster, or a vol- 
cano, or popcorn, or an exorcism, or cotton 
candy. Jad at his most expressive. Jason 
unintentionally creates new musical genres! 
VIRUS 22BLP $9.00 /CD: $12.00 

RATOS DE PORAO 

CARNICERIA TROPICAL 
Brazil's finest hardcore outfit is back - more 
intense than ever - with their tenth(') full- 
length since the band's inception in 1982. 
An earsplitting combination of 90s hardcore 
(a la LOGICAL NONSENSE), 80's speed metal 
(SEPULTURA, SLAYER), and the raw. abra- 
sive '02 hardcore punk they grew up playing! 
VIRUS 220 LP. $9.00 CD: $12.00 


MUMIA ABU-JAMAL 

ALL THINGS CENSORED VOLUME 1 
For 16 years, Mumia has been fighting - 
not only for his life, but for the freedom 
to be heard. This struggle intensified 
when NPR was forced to silence him. 

This vitally important material was record- 
ed just days before all inerviews were 
banned! 

VIRUS 221 LP: $9.00 / CD: $12.00 


B.G.K. 

A DUTCH FEAST... THE COMPLETE WORKS OF 
BALTHASAR GERARDS KOMMANDO 
The year was 1983. The place was 
Amsterdam. The band was B.G.K. Live or 
recorded, these Dutch punks had one of the 
most furious and intense displays of hardcore 
the worid has ever seen (or would ever see 
again!). Their entire discography collected! 
VIRUS 218 2xLP $12.00 / CD: $12.00 





QUEEN BEE 

FINE 

Karen Neal (ex-THRALL. ex-INSIDEOUD is 
back! This Queen Bee is heading up her own 
aggressive, trio, and we re proud to present 
their first 2-song single. The rhythm section 
is steady, the guitars are distorted, the vocals 
are up-front and melodic - the music is rock! 
VIRUS 223 7”EP $3.50 
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001 Bring Back Dad 7" 
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U nlike many of the artists who helped form the 

foundation of the present-day punk scene, Ian 
MacKaye refuses to become irrelevant. Active for 
more than 20 years, MacKaye is even more important 
today than he was when he started his first band The Teen 
Idles, back in 1979. While other musicians of his generation have become comfortable resting 
on their laurels, MacKaye continues to press forward, only pausing to look back when forced to. “I 
would say any band that’s operating today is more important than bands that came before,” MacKaye 
explains. "They’re more important because they exist" 

Which isn’t to say that what “came before” for MacKaye wasn’t significant. Ian MacKaye’s story 
reads like the history of the American punk scene. In 1979, MacKaye was in The Teen Idles, one of the 
first punk bands in Washington DC. Along with Jeff Nelson, he started one of the first DIY punk labels, 
Dischord Records in 1980. After that, MacKaye — for better or for worse — started the straightedge 
movement with his band Minor Threat. A few years later, his short-lived band Embrace set the ball in 
motion (along with other DC-area bands like Rites of Spring) for what would eventually be called “emo,” 
by tempering hardcore’s aggressiveness with emotionally expressive vocals and dramatic, hard-hitting 
instrumental arrangements. Then, of course, came Fugazi. 

Fugazi didn’t start any movements. Rather, the band became a movement unto itself. Started in 
1987 by MacKaye, guitarist/singer Guy Picciotto, bassist Joe Lally and drummer Brendan Canty, Fugazi 
is the culmination of all that came before it and the embodiment of all that would come afterwards. 

Live, the band is always a revelation, sending cascades of sweeping guitar noise crashing down 
on the heads of their audience like waves pummeling upon the shore. Fugazi, more capable than 
any live group I’ve ever seen, will then stop the punishment on a dime, turn the distortion on its 
head, and approach a chorus as something entirely new: as a whisper, or a clean, unimpeded 
scream. A Fugazi concert is an experience that words— especially the few allotted to an introduction 
to this interview — can’t easily describe. I have seen Fugazi many times over the years and each time 
I leave overwhelmed. 

Fugazi’s recordings are a testament to their refusal to sit still. Each new album is like Christmas 
morning: you never quite know what’s in store, but you can’t wait to find out. Fugazi's seven records 
have seen the group transform from one that pushed boundaries of a hardcore punk framework to a 
band that is limited only by the imagination of its members. What started as a simple four-piece punk 
outfit armed with loads of feedback and tasteful reggae leanings has now turned into a veritable avant- 
garde idea factory, consistently bringing new instrumentation, production values and songwriting tech- 
niques into its well-stocked coffers. It’s all a fancy way of saying that Fugazi today is nothing like Fugazi 
yesterday. MacKaye admits as much: "Obviously there are people that have listened to us at one point 
and now they may listen again and think, ‘God this band is totally different,’ but that’s because they 
didn’t go along for the ride.” 

But Fugazi is perhaps most influential because of the manner in which MacKaye and company 
have chosen to conduct themselves as a band. To put it simply: Fugazi doesn't fuck around. The band 
has never compromised its egalitarian ideals. Insisting on low door prices, independent venues (wherev- 
er possible), and low-priced, independently produced records, Fugazi has shown the world how to con- 
duct business respectfully and honestly. Maybe its because Fugazi isn’t a business. Their same no-bull- 
shit approach is equally applied to every aspect of band member’s lives. Whether it’s being outspoken 
about social injustice or about someone’s violent dancing at a show, the band takes a stance and sticks 
to it. As a result, detractors say Fugazi is "preachy.” But Fugazi doesn't preach, it leads by example. The 
same can be said for Ian MacKaye. 

Interview by Dan Sinker 
Photos by Pat Graham 


You’ve just gotten back from playing the West 
Coast. It’s the first time you’ve been out there in 
years. What took so long? 

We’re trying to come up with creative ways to 
do this. Now that we can’t tour for two 
months, we can only go out for two weeks or 
three weeks. So we’re trying to figure out how 
it’s possible to go to the West Coast in two or 
three weeks time and have it make sense. 

So you flew out there? 

We flew to LA, and shipped all the gear. 
Then we played 19 shows in 21 days— we just 
banged right through it. It worked out pret- 
ty well, You reach a strange point in a 
band when you get larger. There’s a certain 
moment where some things that once 
seemed impossibly expensive actually make 
more economic sense. Like shipping this 
stuff cost $1,800 round trip. But we don’t 
own a van so we were renting a van. To have 
driven the stuff out there, we would have 
had to have paid for two more weeks of 
renting, plus mileage, gas, hotels and food. 
Plus, we couldn’t all drive out there 
because— and this is the reason we can only 
tour for short periods of time — one guy was 
in school and Brendan has a kid. People 
have stuff to do at home. We would have had 
to pay at least one person a salary to drive 
out there and drive back, So the question 
was, "How do we make this work?” The 
thing with us and how we do our business is 
to try and come up with seemingly obvious 
solutions to problems. I mean why not ship 
everything instead of renting a backline? 
Everyone always just goes and rents back- 
lines — it costs twice as much! 

What’s that? 

Oh I’m sorry, a backline is all the equip- 
ment you rent. You’d take your guitars and 
your drumsticks and stuff, but you would 
rent everything else. You would rent your 
drum set and your amplifiers. Renting a 
backline costs quite a bit of money. This 
way, we were able to stick it all on a plane 
and we had all our own gear. That way 
there’s no problem with having to use bor- 
rowed equipment or worry about its con- 
dition. Our stuff is ours to destroy. It 


36 PUNK PLANET 


worked out pretty well. J We built crates 
way back in 1988, the first time we went to 
Europe. People couldn’t believe we were 
doing that, but it just seemed like, ’’Why 
not?” It made more sense than renting. So 
for this tour, we spent a day crating stuff 
up. There’s something great about putting 
your gear into huge wooden boxes and 
loading it onto a truck and saying, "See ya 
somewhere else.” 

There’s something very archival about it. 

It really feels like, "Wow, we’re working stiffs.” 

Is Fugazi 11 or 12 years old now? 

Twelve years as of September 3 r< ^. Our first 
show was September 3 r< ^ 1987. 

After that long, how does it stay new for you? 

First off, the relationship between the four of 
us is that we’re all friends. The band is some- 
thing that is incredibly important to us. 
There’s always a challenge within the band. 

We see it as a fixture; as something that’s 
real; as something that actually exists. The 
challenge is to try and keep it interesting for 
us. Of course there are certain elements that 
are like, "Oh god, I’ve been through this so 
many times!” 

What would those be? 

Usually, bad interviews or being accused of 
"selling out.” There are some things you hear 
so many times that are just so discouraging, 
you’re like, "I’ve been doing this too long!” 
But for me personally, the band stays fresh 
the way life does. It’s just like life. I’ve been 
living for 37 years. How do I reconcile that ? 


bored of on that level. To me, it’s something 
that is much more primary. It is part of who I 
am. It’s not something you can cut away. It’s 
not something that is easily separated. I don’t 
get bored with life so I don’t know why I’d get 
bored with Fugazi. 

As a band that has been around for 12 years, 
you don’t tour with the regularity that you used 
to tour or that your contemporaries still tour. 

You don’t put out records on a regular basis 
either— sometimes there are years between 
them. Are there moments when Fugazi isn’t 
even on your mind? 

I think there was only one period of time 
when the band didn’t enter my mind. I went 
to Alaska for a couple of weeks and that was 
one of the only times I didn’t think about it. 

I I wake up every day to this band. I think 
about music every day. Since 1979 » there have 
been maybe one or two weeks worth of days 
collectively that I haven’t listened to music. I 
think about it every day. I wake up every 
morning in the band. I go to sleep every night 
in the band. I work out of the house I live in. 
My office is across the street. The phone rings 
every day. J We will go long periods of time 
where we don’t practice. If someone goes out 
of town, we might go 
a few weeks without 
practicing. The clos- 
est time we every 
came to not being a 
band was when we 
didn’t actually get 
together to play. 

Because then there 
was all this energy 


was all so abstract. This was in 1994 or so and 
Brendan had moved to Seattle for a year and 
was travelling back here to practice. We 
reached a point where we would go a couple 
of months without practicing, yet the three of 
us would all be working on band-related 
stuff. But there was no band! I think all four 
of us were like, "This is crazy! Maybe we 
shouldn’t even be a band.” There has to be 
something real. You actually have to play 
music. There have to be songs. If there’re 
aren’t, then it’s not legitimate. It’s not 
enough just to have an entity. You have to 
have substance. \ As a band, we work all the 
time. People think that we go on tour for two 
weeks and then we sit around for nine 
months or something. That’s not the case. 
When we’re not touring, we’re practicing. We 
work all the time. ^ Our lives are changing. 
People are getting married. Brendan has a 
kid. Our parents are getting sick. Our sound 
guy’s in school. All these things have been 
happening to us that have made us really cut 
back the amount of time that we can tour. But 
at the same time, there are way more places in 
the world that we’ve gone to play. Initially, we 
would go out and do a tour to New York and 
back. Then we were going to the Midwest and 


The band is just like living to me. It’s what I do. It’s something 
that’s super-important and super-precious. If it was gone I’d 
be sad, but I know that’s always a possibility. Because of that 
potentiality, I think that I stay committed to it. 



The band is just like living to me. It’s what I 
do. It’s something that’s super-important 
and super-precious. If it was gone I’d be sad, 
but I know that’s always a possibility. Because 
of that potentiality, I think that I stay com- 
mitted to it. J I don’t consider Fugazi a busi- 
ness because it’s not something that I’d get 


surrounding us— we’re Fugazi and I’m in a 
band and I’m working, I’m on the phone, 

I’m talking to people, I’m doing interviews, 
I’m answering mail, or I’m booking shows — 
but we weren’t actually doing anything! It was 
like, "Where’s the band? What’s real here?” It 


back. Then it was the West Coast and back. 
Every time we go out, we’re then including 
more places that we want to go. We went to 
Europe, then Australia, then Asia, South 
America... Now we have an enormous list. I 
could sit here right now and name 365 cities 
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tours or they’ll hire an accountant to manage 
their expenses... 

Let me make this really clear: I am not criti- 
cizing anyone for using accountants or 
booking agents. I’m a little dubious of 
managers, but that’s because I’ve had to 
tangle with them so often. Some managers 
are great though, but most are problematic. 

For me, the process is such a huge part of the art. That is the 
art. It’s not just, “Oh wow, what a good looking record,” or 
“this record sounds great,” it’s the process. It’s the making 
of the record or the booking of the tour. I see that as an art. 


"Why does he have a 
horse and carriage? 
Why doesn’t he get a 
fast car?” There’s a 
reason. 

What is it? 

The reason that we 
do things the way we 


that we could go play. That’s a year! That’s a 
year of solid playing. What that means is that 
at the same time we’re pulling back the length 
of our tours, our circuit has gotten longer. 

It’s kind of at odds with itself. We’ve been 
struggling with how to deal with it. I think 
that people have been like, "What have you 
been doing for the last three years?” Well 
we’ve been working ! That’s what we’ve been 
doing. We made a movie. We made two 
records. We work all the time and it’s not like 
we haven’t toured. We’ve been touring all 
along. Last year was probably our slowest year 
and we did six weeks of touring. We also did a 
soundtrack record for the film, and we 
released End Hits. One aspect of Do It 
Yourself is that you really have to do it your- 
self. It’s work! We manage ourselves, we book 
ourselves, we do our own equipment upkeep, 
we do our own recording, we do our own 
taxes. We don’t have other people to do that 
stuff. This is what we do and it takes time. 

You can’t tour every day of the year because 
someone has to come home and book them 
sooner or later. I think there’s a lot of infra- 
structure work that we do that people are 
unaware of. The way people perceive the 
music system now is that you have all these 
other people doing all this stuff for you. But 
that’s not punk rock. We come from a world 
where you do it yourself. Sometimes I feel 
like we’re the Shakers or the Amish or some- 
thing. People say, "you make everything so 
hard.” Well that’s right! People see us and it’s 
like seeing a guy on the highway in a buggy. 


do them is because this is how we feel com- 
fortable presenting our music. Partially 
because it’s the only way we know how to do 
things and partially because no one has dis- 
proved the process. People say it’s not a 
logical process, but that’s bullshit. It’s 
totally logical! I think that the reason we 
take the approach to music that we do is 
that then we ultimately have complete con- 
trol over how we do our music and how we 
operate the band. We don’t feel compelled 
by anyone to do anything that we don’t want 
to do. We re not indebted to anyone. \ 
When a band signs to a major label, no 
matter how good a contract they think they 
have, no matter how much control they 
think their contract provides, it’s unavoid- 
able that you are conscious of being an 
investment. Somebody puts money into you 
and you have to pay off somehow. And you 
want to pay off. I think that a lot of bands 
that have signed have denied — maybe even 
to themselves— the open desire of "We want 
to be huge.” If all goes well, then yeah, it’s 
great. But if things don’t go well, then all 
those aspects of the "great deal” and "artis- 
tic control” go out the window because 
things become desperate. And then, if the 
label loses interest, you’re high and dry. 
We’ve never had that problem. 

But there’s definitely a space between the 
route Fugazi takes and signing to a major 
label. For example, there are a lot of indepen- 
dent bands that don’t book their own tours. 
They’ll use a booking agent to schedule their 


Don’t get me wrong, I’m not being critical 
of these bands. I’m just explaining to you 
why we work the way that we do. This is the 
way that we’ve operated. ^ There was a peri- 
od of time when we had someone else help- 
ing me book the band and it was a problem 
because the communication wasn’t there. So 
much of what we do is instinctual. Each sit- 
uation that comes up, we think about how 
we should go about dealing with it. It has to 
be instinctual. It’s hard for somebody that’s 
operating a business to be instinctual about 
it — it doesn’t fit within their template. I’m 
not critical about bands that make those 
decisions at all. I’m not even critical about 
bands that sign to major labels, I just think 
that they need to be aware of what it’s about, 
as opposed to this sense of, "It’s a great deal 
because we have 'total control,’” because 
that’s not the case. But for some bands, I 
think it’s a better thing for them to do. 

Why? 

Because I think that a lot of independent 
labels have dropped the ball so horrendously, 
so some bands don’t really have any other 
real options. I’m not unaware of the fact that 
I have a label. I’ve had a label since 1980. 
Dischord was already well established when 
Fugazi came around, so we already had a 
vehicle. I’m aware of that. I’m aware that 
there has been a lot of work that had been 
done ahead of time so I’m in a different 
position. There are bands that are doing very 
well but don’t have fully operating labels rep- 
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resenting them. They have to make a deci- 
sion, and sometimes signing to a major is the 
better choice. I think a lot of people think 
I’m a lot more critical of the way other peo- 
ple work because of the way we go about 
doing our work. But it’s never been about 
other people. It’s always been about us. 

In doing all of your work, you’ve made many 
choices that have brought even more work 
onto yourself. I can relate to that, and so I 
have to ask you what I always ask myself: is it 
worth it? Are there ever times that you regret 
it? Are there ever times where you’re just like, 
“Jesus Christ I wish I could just sit down and 
read a book.” 

Yes, there are times where I think, "God, 
when do I live?” But the issue is not about 
not having time to do things, but not having 
the desire — I don’t have the peace to not do 
things. I just feel like I should do. The work 
has its rewards — you work now or you pay 
later. People tell me that I work all the time 
and I tell them, "That’s what I do; that’s 
when I’m happy!” I have people that work 
for me — other people work on the label 
now. I’m actually fairly good at delegating 
work. That’s not a problem for me. But 
over all, there’s still so much work that I do. 
I still do things like take out the trash. I still 
rake the leaves. I think that in some ways 
really the most important aspect of my life is 
the fact that I still work. People that don’t 
work lose touch with what’s going on. \ The 
other night, I saw a band play. When they 
left the stage, they left all their gear sitting 
up there. They were opening for another 
band but it didn’t occur to them to take 
their stuff down. They were coming from a 
world where they didn’t pack up their own 
equipment. For me, the process is such a 
huge part of the art. That is the art. It’s not 
just, "Oh wow, what a good looking 
record,” or "this record sounds great,” it’s 
the process. It’s the making of the record or 
the booking of the tour. I see that as an art. 
Those parts aren’t where the machines are 
supposed to step in. The machines are 
clumsy. The machines make mistakes. I 
don’t know how you operate your magazine, 
or the stuff you oversee, but to me all of 


that is part of your art. That is what sepa- 
rates your magazine from others. I assume 
that the way we work as a band sets us apart 
too. But you can’t really define it; it’s not 
something people would see. It just makes 
us different. I see Fugazi as something that 
can’t last forever. It seems like if it’s hap- 
pening now, I should do it. 

What would make Fugazi stop? 

If any one of us decided it wasn’t interesting 
anymore. 

So no one would be replaced? 

Oh never, no. It’s really the four of us peri- 
od. Any one of the four of us has a firm 
grasp on the plug. I think that the knowledge 
that any one of us at any time could stop the 
band is what makes us go on and on. We all 
know that we have the power to stop. We’re 
not stuck on someone else’s crazy ride, we’re 
on our own ride. Any time that we want to 
stop, we can stop. 

That’s very much what you were talking about 
in terms of keeping control. By keeping a firm 
grasp on how Fugazi operates, you four are the 
only ones that have a say as to when it finishes. 

Another aspect about me is that I don’t 
think about the future. It’s not that I’m 
not hopeful, because I am — I’m actually 
quite an optimistic person — it’s just that I 
find the future less interesting than the 
present. The past is not a bad thing to 
study because it’s been done and you can 
look at it and go, "Huh, that’s interest- 
ing.” It’s safe, it’s 
all sealed up. The 
future is so unpre- 
dictable and such a 
wild card that I 
don’t think too 
much about it. The 
present seems so important to me. I always 
think about the day, about the now. This is 
what I’m doing and that’s where my great- 
est strength lies because I’m most comfort- 
able with the present, People ask me, 
"What’s the band going to be doing in five 
years?” I have no clue! I don’t even know 
what I’m going to be doing in five months. 


I just don’t know. But I don’t worry about 
it because I feel like I’m laying a solid 
enough foundation now that I’ll be OK 
later. I’m not worried about the future, 

I’m not trying to set things up for the 
future, I’m just working. }[ A lot of people 
also ask me, "How do you compare Minor 
Threat to Fugazi?” Well first off, I don’t. 
But if I had to answer, I’d say in a heart- 
beat that Fugazi is a more important band. 

I would say any band that’s operating today 
is more important than bands that came 
before. They’re more important because 
they exist. Those other bands are done, 
they’re finished. They’re important on one 
level, but it’s at almost an educational 
level. They’re historical now. 

They’re important in their ability to help us bet- 
ter understand the present. Minor Threat can’t 
actually influence what’s happening now. 

People may be influenced by Minor Threat, 
but Minor Threat can’t influence anybody. 

Exactly. Minor Threat’s greatest purpose is to 
better understand what you’re doing now. It 
informs your work in the present. 

One of the reasons Minor Threat broke up 
is because we were at such odds as to what 
path to follow and what to do with it. We 
were disagreeing with each other as far as 
music and ideas, and approaches to stuff. It 
just seemed clear that we were spreading 
apart. Instead of keeping the name but then 
going into disrepair as a unit ideologically, 


we said, "Let’s just nail it. Let’s just stop. 
Let’s let it be a finished piece.” It’s like a 
book— you stop it before you go off on a 
tangent. Stop the damn book so it actually 
has some sense and meaning. Man, I’m so 
happy that happened the way it did. I think 
there are a lot of bands that stay together for 
the name and really have undermined what- 


I don’t think about the future. It’s not that I’m not 
hopeful, because I am— I’m actually quite an optimistic 
person— it’s just that I find the future less interesting 
than the present. 
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ever impact they had because they continue 
to use their name years after the idea was 
solvent. I’ve always felt really strongly about 
that. Which is ironic then in terms of 
Fugazi. It’s been 12 years since we began 
Fugazi, but the idea remains solvent. It 
doesn’t seem like we’ve strayed from the way 
the four of us thought about the band in the 
first place. 

What is that idea? 

To challenge ourselves. That’s the way it’s 
always been. When I’m asked what the 


function of the band is, I say "The func- 
tion of the band is to play music.” People 
are like, "That’s it?” But music is the cur- 
rency of life. It’s been one of the most 
important forms of communication forev- 
er. It plays a really important role and I’m 
not going to qualify it by saying, "The rea- 
son we’re in a band is to change this or to 
change that.” Music changes things. We 
aren’t the ones changing them. This is just 
the way we work. This is what we can do. 

We do it in a way that I think still feels 
really organic. Obviously there are people 
that have listened to us at one point and 
now they may listen again and think, "God 
this band is totally different,” but that’s 
because they didn’t go along for the ride, 
they’re just checking in. I think as a band 
there has been a really natural evolution, 
Time after time, until only recently, peo- 
ple have told us, "You can do this for now 
but eventually you’ll have to come around 
and deal with reality.” But music has been 
our reality since day one. It wasn’t like we 
were fooling ourselves. I think the reason a 
lot of people can’t believe that this stuff 
can get done at the level we’re doing it is 
because nobody has ever bothered to try. 
It’s kind of like if you’re on a trail and at a 
certain pofht there’s a sign that reads 


"Danger: Unknown Ahead, ” and everyone 
just jumps off the trail. But we said, "Why 
not keep going and see what’s up there?” 
And we found out that it wasn’t all that 
hard. It’s difficult, but it’s not non-nego- 
tiable. It can be done. 

You said that the idea of the band was chal- 
lenge. Why do you think that your answer to 
that challenge was to be in a band instead of 
climb mountains or write novels or find cures to 
incurable diseases? What in your life do you 
think led you to music? 

My mom played 
piano and I always 
had an affection for 
music. I’ve been 
totally taken with it 
for as long as I can 
remember. But I 
don’t ever feel like a 
musician. I started playing piano when I was 
three. My mom first took me to lessons 
when I was nine. I sat down and played for 
the teacher. He watched me play and said, 
"That’s nice, but it’s not piano.” I knew 
right then and there that it wasn’t going to 
work out with piano lessons. I took piano 
for maybe half a year and then I quit alto- 
gether. To me, there are things that come 
naturally and to be told that I wasn’t playing 
piano, it was clear that I wasn’t going to fit 
in their structure. That wasn’t OK with me. 
It wasn’t OK that people were going to not 
recognize something I was doing because it 
didn’t fit their definition of something. I’ve 
always had a taste for the unorthodox I 
guess. 

How else would you say that’s manifested itself? 

How hasn’t it manifested itself? Basically, 
I’ve done everything not by the book, 
[laughs] All through my life I’ve done 
things in an unorthodox way. When I was 
a kid, we formed a skateboard team because 
we liked to skateboard, not because we were 
particularly good or because we had spon- 
sorship. We just did it. I started skate- 
boarding in the mid-’70s and a lot of peo- 
ple thought, "Oh it’s a sport.” But it’s not 
just a sport. Skateboarding was about rede- 


finition. It was like putting on pair of fil- 
tered glasses — every curb, every sidewalk, 
every street, every wall had a new defini- 
tion. I saw the world differently than other 
people. Everything had completely changed 
because I was a skateboarder. It really 
helped me understand the idea of redefin- 
ing what’s been given to you. I’ve always 
been interested in saying, "Here’s what’s 
been presented, now how does it work and 
how can it work?” Skateboarding was such 
an important part of that, I had given up 
on playing music by the time I was 14 or 15 
years old because I wasn’t a trained musi- 
cian and I didn’t think I could do it 
because it seemed like everyone that did it 
were professionals. That’s why punk rock 
was so important to me. I realized that 
here was a space that I could operate in the 
way I wanted to which would never go over 
with mainstream people whatsoever. To 
find that space made so much sense to me. 
It was so much a part of the rebellion that I 
was feeling with skateboarding. Punk rock 
seemed like a logical place to go next. \ 
Ironically, at the time I thought that skate- 
boarding and punk rock never mixed. They 
totally did not mix in 1979- I stopped 
skateboarding as much because my skate- 
boarding friends were totally not into punk 
rock and my punk rock friends were not 
into skateboarding. It wasn’t for another 
year or so that skateboarders finally started 
becoming punk rockers. Now, the two are 
almost synonymous. But at least for a few 
years, they seemed opposite; they seemed 
to be at odds with each other. To me, 
though, there was a totally logical, natural 
bridge between the two. I was so happy 
when Tony Alva cut his hair off. I was so 
pleased. I thought, "Wow, it wasn’t just 
me.” That made it seem more logical. 

What was your parents’ reaction to all of this? 
Your mom signed you up for piano lessons and 
then you quit not long afterwards. I know a lot 
of people that when they choose to take an 
unorthodox path, they don’t get a lot of support 
from their family. I would venture a guess, con- 
sidering that both yourself and your siblings 
have gone in this direction, that your parents 
were fairly supportive. 


It’s kind of like if you’re on a trail and at a certain point 
there’s a sign that reads “Danger: Unknown Ahead,” and 
everyone just jumps off the trail. But we said, “Why not 
keep going and see what’s up there?” And we found out 
that it wasn’t all that hard. 
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I think you’re right. When I quit piano, my 
mom was supportive of me. My parents are 
fairly unorthodox people to begin with. 
They’ve been supportive of everything. 
About eight years ago or so, I had this 
momentary clutch of panic because I never 
went to school. I called my dad and I said, 

"I never went to college, maybe I made a 
mistake.” He said, "Are you crazy? Look at 
what you’ve done!” J My dad had wanted me 
to go to college when I got out of high 
school. He wanted me to apply, but I had 
already decided that I wasn’t going to go. I 
knew that wasn’t the place for me. The one 
school that I did apply to, Boston 
University, my father did not want me to go 
to because he knew I would spend my entire 
time there fighting with this one dean. My 
dad wanted me to go to school but he 
couldn’t see a reason to pay tuition if I was 
just going to get into conflicts with the fac- 
ulty about stuff. I can’t help it though! I’ve 
always been drawn to the fight. My dad 
fights the good fight too. It’s part of what he 
does and he’s always up for it. When I didn’t 
go to school, my parents didn’t give me a 
hard time at all. They were totally support- 
ive. They knew that music was so important 
to me. J It’s weird, I’ve always felt really 
supported by them. We’re still very close. As 
a family, we all still have dinner together 
every Sunday night — my mom, my dad, 
Amanda, Alec, me and my sister Katie and 
our various friends and partners. 

What do your parents do? 


beat, the Johnson White House. He was 
actually in the presidential motorcade when 
Kennedy got shot. My father got tangled up 
with the Post during the pressman’s strike of 
1974 and was sort of blackballed and finally 
left around 1982 or something and became a 
freelance editor. He edits a quarterly theo- 
logical magazine for a seminary. He also 
edits the crossword puzzle for the 
Washington Post Magazine. He’s also an 
active member of the Washington Free 
Clinic. I My mom is a writer as well. She 
and my father wrote a book together. 
Everybody in my family are writers. All my 
grandparents, my great uncle — I don’t have 
any aunts or uncles, my parents are both 
only children. Both my sisters write. It’s all 
about the words. Everyone in my family is 
involved in writing in some form or anoth- 
er. But my mom is mostly a historian. She 
hasn’t had a job in years and years but she 
studies and reads all the time. She’s also 
been kind of homebound over the last year— 
she’s had some breathing problems and is on 
oxygen, My mom is kind of the anchor in a 
lot of ways. She keeps Beecher Street run- 
ning. The address for Dischord is actually 
my parents house. 

We started the label 
back when I was still 
living at home and 
we figured that 
address would be the 
most solid. When we 
moved here to the 
Dischord house, we 


I don’t know... I visit with people. I go and 
drink tea with people. I play cards with my 
mom... I don’t have a hobby. I haven’t had 
one in years. I don’t collect anything. 

[laughs] I used to think, "God, if I ever have 
any money, I’m going to do this and that.” 
But I just don’t have any interest in it. I 
don’t want to buy things. I like to think that 
I go skateboarding every once in a while, but 
I haven’t been doing much of that either. 

I’ve been doing yoga, and it’s going alright. 
It’s my one sort of extra-curricular activity. 

J I have two levels of busy: I have the kind of 
busy that is the work I have to do — paying 
bills, answering mail, working on tours — but 
there is a whole 'nother level of static that I 
haven’t been able to get through — this per- 
petual state of dis-ease. I can’t really explain 
it. It may have something more to do with 
my age. I’m 37 and it’s just kind of like, 
"What am I doing? What is this I do?” And I 
guess what I’m doing is this: I talk on the 
phone. But I like talking to people. I am my 
work. This community is my work. That’s 
what I do. That is my hobby. That’s every- 
thing. I don’t feel desperate about it. I’d feel 
really comfortable if it all disappeared. I’m 



About eight years ago or so, I had this momentary clutch 
of panic because I never went to school. I called my dad 
and I said, “I never went to college, maybe I made a mis- 
take.” He said, “Are you crazy? Look at what you’ve done!” 


My father is a freelance editor. He worked 
for the Washington Post for 20 years. He’s a 
theological kind of fellow. He was in the 
Seminary in the ’50s. He left the Seminary 
and married my mom. He was a religion 
editor for the Post for a number of years. 
Before that, he was on the White House 


didn’t think we’d be here for more than six 
months so we didn’t want to use this 
address— I’ve been here for 18 years now. My 
mom keeps Beecher Street in place. She’s 
been a real center of peace. 

So what do you do when you’re not working? 


not freaked out about it. I’m not possessive 
about it. I just feel that if it’s here, I might 
as well do it. 

But if it all disappears, then what? 

Whatever. I’m confident I’d figure it out, 
but I’m not thinking about it. I’ve got no 
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did that record— I was wrong reasons. I didn’t do very well. I grad- 

probably 29 years old uated, but I was certainly a G student. I 

at the time — and I really liked school because I saw it as a 

Every once in a while I think “Maybe I should write some- 
thing.” If I was to write a book and I didn’t know who I was 
writing to, I would type these words in: Who the fuck cares 
what I say or what I write? 


plans other than the more immediate ones. 
I’m working on this space. There’s this 
building that this organization bought— 
they do outreach work for elderly people— 
it’s a large space and I’m helping them it. 
We’re trying to create a small, IOO-capacity 
meeting/performance space there where 
ideas can be developed without the over- 
hanging profit motives that seem to come 
with music these days. But it can also be 
used for other things — film, theater, what- 
ever. It’s a space, it’s not a business. I’m 
really interested in creating that. It’s so 
important to have this kind of space in any 
kind of society or culture — to have a place 
where you don’t need to make money. 
Making money becomes so problematic for 
art and for ideas. I’m really interested in 
doing that. That counts as something pro- 
ductive that I’m working on. 

Can you imagine yourself as an old man? 

Yeah. 

What do you see? 

It’s funny, when I was l8 years old I did an 
interview where I said I was fully comfortable 
with the idea of getting old, I just wasn’t 
looking forward to the 30s. And it’s true! 
That has born itself out. To me, the transi- 
tion from being a kid to being a man is the 
most unwieldy one, the most uncomfortable 
one. Being old, who cares? That’s fun\ 

Right now I’m in this weird space and time 
where you’re not a kid but you feel like one 
and you’re not an adult man but that’s the 
way people see you. ^ I was cleaning my 
room once and I was listening to Led 
Zeppelin. Robert Plant was going on and on 
about all these seemingly adult kind of 
things and,I realized that he was 18 when he 


just thought, "Oh my god, I’m 29 years old 
and I never became an adult.’’ Here’s Robert 
Plant and he’s 18 and he’s singing about 
having his own apartment and running 
around town. To me, he seemed so adult. I 
called my dad and I said, "Dad, I’m kinda 
freaking out over here. I’m 29 years old and 
I’m starting to realize that I’m a man but I 
never made that transition.” And he said, 
"Well, I’ll tell you two things. First off, / see 
you as a man, as an adult man. You’re not a 
kid. And the second thing is that I can’t see 
myself as a man.” [laughs] He was 60 and he 
hadn’t come to terms with it either. It was 
nice and terrible at the same time to realize 
that that transition is a difficult one. ^ I 
liked being a kid so much. I think being in 
high school was the most incredible time. I 
loved it, but I don’t look back on it with 
nostalgia. I always feel so bad when I see 
people who are that age now are not happy 
about it, that they just want to get past it. 
Man, that is such a great time. There is so 
much possibility, so much potential there. 
When you get older, people’s taste for the 
challenge really starts to dwindle. People 
seem to get much less resilient in some 
areas. People in their 30s seem to be a lot 
less willing to roll up their sleeves and get 
involved in something ridiculous. To me, 
getting involved in something ridiculous is 
life because life is ridiculous. 

What were you like as a kid? 

On what level? 

Besides playing piano and skateboarding, what 
did you do? Were you good in school? Were you 
popular? Were you shy? 

I liked school. I got a kick out of it. But I 
think that I liked school for many of the 


structure, which I admired. I like working 
within structures. It was like a little micro- 
cosm of society, a little petri dish. At the 
time, I don’t think I was quite so analytical 
about it, so I can’t say I was thinking this 
then. But in retrospect, I think that 
school— high school in particular— is one of 
the last times when you’re obligated to 
come together with all these other people. 
You have to be there by law and there are all 
these other people from all different parts 
of life — people you would never socialize 
with— that have to be there too and you will 
never be in that position again. When you 
work, everybody has something in com- 
mon. They’ve been paid and brought to 
this place for some particular reason by 
somebody. Or if you go to jail, you’re all 
being punished for some reason, whether 
you did something or not. But it’s rare that 
you find yourself in an ongoing social situ- 
ation with people you would never spend 
time with otherwise. It’s a rarity and I’m 
not sure if it happens ever again. Unless 
you get lost at sea or something, [laughs] 

To me, school was such a great experience 
because I’m so interested in people. I think 
that part of why I like touring so much is 
that I like being with people that I’d never 
spend time with otherwise. It’s such a great 
opportunity. It’s going after the moment 
instead of waiting for it to show up. That’s 
why I found school so enjoyable. I think I 
saw it as a stage in a lot of ways. I wouldn’t 
say I was the most popular person, but I did 
have many friends. And of course, I felt 
like a dumb ass and all that stuff. I felt 
totally uncool. Keep in mind, I was also 
totally straight. Back then, I was already 
such a freak of nature because I was 
straight. But I wasn’t straight and the nerd, 
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I was straight and still right there hanging 
out with everybody. They used to call me 
"The Group Conscious.” I wasn’t saying 
anything to people but I was right there 
hanging out with all the stoner kids even 
though I wasn’t a stoner. I did theater, 
which I really liked. There was a community 
theater that operated out of the school and 
it was really rebellious. I think I was in 
school during the last vestiges of the '60s 
counter-culture’s grasp on high schools. I 
think now they’ve gotten it all out — there’s 
no more weird '60s kind of stuff anymore— 
but there still was in the late~70s when I was 
in high school. J The drama club was in 
this thing called The Rifle Range, which 
really was an ROTC rifle rage. The ROTG 
had been shut down and our club, The 
Wilson Players, took it over. We used it as 
our headquarters in the basement of 
Wilson High. It was just full of props. We 
would bring in all kinds of stuff from the 
trash for props. If somebody saw a chair or 
whatever, we’d bring it in just to have it. 
People just would go crazy down there. We 
had our own keys to the door and behind 
that door, anything could happen. It was 
our clubhouse, our hangout. We got in so 
much trouble for the plays we would do. 
The first play I was in was called Indian 
Wants to Bronx. It was a play written by 
Israel Horowitz, Adam Horowitz from the 
Beastie Boys’ father. It was a play about 
these two street gang members who came 
across this guy from India who was lost. 

The guy from India only knows how to say 
"Bronx” because he’s at a bus stop and he’s 
trying to find a way to the Bronx and he’s 
completely lost. The play is so hard core 
because basically the two gang kids are kind 
of high, they’ve been out running around 
and bored and they’re full of hatred. They 
basically just beat the crap out of each other 
and they kill the guy — that’s the play. I 
played one of the street gang dudes. We got 
in so much trouble for that play because it 
was so violent and so screwed up. We were 
censored by the school. It fit perfectly into 
the kind of world that I wanted to be a part 
of, which was fooling with authority and so 
forth. Ironically, now they’ve shut the 


Players down and now The Rifle Range is 
now a rifle range again. Go figure. \ I liked 
school. I enjoyed it. I hated the rules 
because they’re so absurd, but I still liked 
it. It was something to work within and I 
got to go and find out about what other 
people were doing. I like being put in other 
scenarios. I like walking in the city. I like 
going out and seeing things. I like being 
dropped into other situations because it 
helps me see myself better — I can see what 
remains constant. 

It seems like that attitude reflects quite a bit on 
how you now live your life. Saying you like to be 
dropped into new situations is very much like 
saying you like the day-to-day challenge of what 
you do. Because there are so many things for 
you to deal with, you’re constantly in a “new 
city,” figuratively speaking. There is very little 
time to get used to the pattern. 

You have to step back and recognize the 
larger pattern. When I first started to tour, 
there was this problem. When I was in 
Minor Threat, at every show you just wanted 
to give it your all. When we played in 
Washington and we’d go off. Everything was 
saved up for this one show. But then we’d go 
on tour and you’d play 12 times in two 
weeks or something. Suddenly, you had to 
play every night and it was a big problem. I 
thought, "My god, I have to give it my all 
every night, but I can’t give it all every night 
because there will 
be nothing left for 
the next night.” So 
then you have to 
sort of step back 
and give your all to 
the whole tour. You have to step back and 
see the next pattern. You have to be able to 
throw yourself into something and give 
everything you can without sabotaging your- 
self completely. 

So what do you see as your larger pattern? 

A year ago, I started feeling like I spend 
way too much time, sitting in this office. I 
still feel this way. There are so many times 
that I feel like, "God, all I do is sit in my 
office and work.” That’s not good. My 


universe is too small. I need to be with 
other people. Everyone used to work out of 
the house and now it’s just me at the 
house. That’s not a good thing. The fact 
that I’m recognizing that makes me know 
that I need to come up with other ideas. 

I’m starting to feel like those ideas are 
beginning to develop more and more. I 
want to find another space, another club- 
house kind of space, where people can 
come by. I need to interact with people 
for ideas to really develop. I don’t play 
guitar by myself, I only play it with my 
band. I’ll play piano by myself, but when it 
comes to writing songs, it’s really about 
companionship. It’s about working on 
things with other people. So much of what 
I’ve done has always been about collabora- 
tion. Even though I work my ass off, when 
I get down to it, I’m not really sure I would 
do it just for myself. You rarely see me as 
Ian MacKaye. I’ve always been a quarter of 
Fugazi or Minor Threat. I’ve always been a 
part of something. I’m a vocal person, I 
talk a lot, so I get a lot of attention on that 
level, but I don’t believe that I would do 
these things if it was just for me. I have to 
feel like I’m doing things with other peo- 
ple. }[ Every once in a while I think "Maybe 
I should write something.” If I was to write 
a book and I didn’t know who I was writing 
to, I would type these words in: Who the 
fuck cares what I say or what I write? That’s 


it. I would love it if I felt like I could write 
a book that would have some impact, but I 
don’t. But I do feel like I can write music 
collectively like that. I feel like music 
kicked my ass and I’m aiming to return the 
favor. But it’s not just by me, and it’s not 
just for me — it has to be shared. Shared 
either by the people I’m playing with or by 
the people listening. There has to be 
someone hearing it. If it’s not witnessed, it 
doesn’t exist for me. ® 


I don’t play guitar by myself, I only play it with my band. 
I’ll play piano by myself, but when it comes to writing 
songs, it’s really about companionship. 
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O ne night early last year, my friend Charlie 
and I went down to the Bottom of The Hill 
to see his favorite band, Unwound. Always 
fearful of what it’s like to check into shows by 
anything remotely related to Olympia these 
days (especially in a town crawling with the 
likes of syndicated suburban rock critic scum 
who continue to fetishize all things from the 
Pacific Northwest, regardless of how bad it 
might be), Charlie and I were determined to get 
in early to beat the well-dressed, dyed black 
hair, faux-’60s Russ-Meyer-meets-ltalian-horror 
film attired crowds. 

We weren’t sure who the opening band was 
though, so we steeled ourselves to the possibility 
of sitting through four or five hours of absolutely 
dreadful, self-involved rock bands. Boy, were we 
in for a surprise. When five guys wearing jeans 
and T-shirts took to the stage and immediately 
began blasting out the most inspired, vintage 
sounding MC5-style punk rock and roll, I was 
floored. The place was packed. People were mov- 
ing. The singer was screaming his heart out— and 
it was only ten o’clock! I asked Charlie who the 
hell this band was. Charlie took his earplugs out 
and yelled, “I have no idea. But they're totally 
awesome.’’ I asked the doorman and he said with 
a huge smile on his face, “It’s The Tight Bros, 
from Way Back When man!” 

Interview with Quitty (guitar), Sean (bass), and 
Jared (vocals). 

Interview by Joel Schalit. 


How do you guys want people to view The Tight 
Bros.? I have a pretty good idea of what it is I 
think you’re doing, but I think its something 
really different, and that’s worth sharing. 

Sean: It’s more like what we don ’t want to be 
perceived as doing. We don’t want to be per- 
ceived as being part of the current trend of 
retro rock, "The ’ 70 s are cool and we’re all 
on that bandwagon.” We don’t have anything 
to do with that. 

Quitty: We just want people to recognize it 
for what it is. It’s wild music. Of course its 
rock and roll, but it’s not rock and roll, like 
"Hey man, its not punk, it’s fucking rock and 
roll.” It’s punk rock too. 

Sean: We’re definitely not a retro metal 
comedy act. 

Quitty: Yeah, we’re certainly not. But I don’t 
blame people for thinking that what we do is 
funny, because there’s an element of humor. 

I don’t care that people laugh because it 
means they’re having a good time. But at the 
same time, we’re very serious about what we 
do. We play rad-ass rock and roll. There’s 
nothing too conceptual about it. 

The songs on your new record contain an incred- 
ible melange of styles though. Stylistically, it’s 
really dense, in the best kind of kind of way. 

Quitty: You just used a rock critic word! 


Sean: Woah, "melange!” 

Quitty: There will be no more "Melange,” or 
"Pastiche.” You can’t refer to our record as a 
"Vinyl Opus” either, [laughs] 

Sean: How about "Maelstrom.” You can call 
it that! 

Well, what I can say is that it’s really fucking 
heavy. Stuart Hallerman’s production is great. 
The bass is so heavy. Metal records certainly 
don’t have a bass sound like that. 

Quitty: That's the problem with metal records. 

Anyone who would call The Tight Bros, a “retro 
metal band” is insane. 

Quitty: Yeah, it hurts our feelings, but it gets 
said all the time. I’m really sensitive about it 
because that’s what gets written about us a lot. 

How I read it is that what you guys are doing is 
synthesizing certain aspects of 70s hard rock 
and projecting it through a very punk set of sen- 
sibilities. Like when Black Flag picked up on 
Black Sabbath. It’s just that you’ve chosen to 
appropriate a different, more eclectic, set of 
influences— AC/DC of course being one of them. 

Quitty: Its kind of hard to deny that when 
the whole world is telling us that we want to 
sound like AC/DC. 

Sean: far as AC/DC is concerned, I think 

it’s fair to say that we share a similar kind of 


crap ruled the airwaves AC/DC epl ri C ' decadent 
that out. I think we want / tn riT a t n h aged t0 cu , t a " 
except through a punk rock filter thi "g' 


motivation that they had at one time, which 
was to cut all the bullshit of their musical era 
out of their songs. 

Jared: [laughs] What are you talking about? 
They were the most bullshit band ever! 

Sean: No they weren’t. Look at the time they 
were operating in. It was the mid-’70s, when 
overblown, epic, decadent crap ruled the air- 
waves. AG/DG managed to cut all that out. I 
think we want to do the same thing, except 
through a punk rock filter because that’s what 
we grew up on. 

Quitty: I grew up listening to AG/DG, as did 
many punk bands. But really the most 
important influence for us is the MG5- 
That’s the most ancient thing that drives us. 

I can definitely hear that. I think that the MC5 are 
crucial in understanding what it is you all are real- 
ly doing, especially when it comes to understand 
why the Tight Bros, are more of a punk band than 
anything else. But to get back to your point about 
AC/DC, I think many musicians in our age group 
would be hard pressed to deny the impact that 
AC/DC had on all of us because that was the 
music that everyone was listening to when we 
were growing up. It certainly wasn’t Black Flag, 
people got clued into them afterwards. 

Quitty: I agree. Back in Black, was the first 
music that moved me. 

What I find really interesting about your new 
album is that it’s coming out during what some 
people call the era of anti-or post-rock, and yet 
you guys produce the most rock sounding 
record I’ve heard in years. That’s one of the rea- 
sons I enjoy it so much. Its incredibly visceral, 
which I think is an emotion that’s missing in 
music right now. 

Sean: How do you reckon that this is an anti- 
rock period? Is it just in the mainstream? 

Yeah, especially in regards to the popularity of 
dance and techno. But in my opinion, it’s having 
an adverse effect on independently produced 
music too. 

Quitty: There’s a lot of focus on turntables 
and samplers in the mainstream right now. 

Sean: Well that’s probably what our record is: 
a subconscious reaction to all of that. 


Quitty: Oh definitely, because there’s a lot of 
that. We certainly don’t fit in with that kind of 
detached aesthetic. Apparently a lot of our 
appeal is to people who are getting off on 
those same things, like folks who are into 
bands such as The Hellacopters and Nashville 
Pussy. People dig bands like them for the same 
kinds of reasons they like us, even though 
there are big differences between each of our 
groups. But I don’t feel like we’re really a part 
of that whole thing because they don’t seem 
like punk rock bands to me. If we’re going 
through anything right now, I personally 
think it’s an anti-punk rock thing because the 
punk resurgence got really overblown, and 
subsequently, nobody wants to admit to being 
punk rock anymore. However that’s our kind 
of artistic energy. I don’t give a shit about any 
of the hair, the flames, the big cars or the 
boobs if you know what I mean. I like music 
when it’s got soul. Some of that is in punk 
rock, and some of that is in weird ’70s music, 
especially the kind we like to listen to. 

That’s what is really striking about your record: 
it's got a lot of soul. It’s got a lot of feeling in 
just the same manner that, for example, some- 
thing like emo — or whatever the heck you want 
to call it— just doesn’t. The record has a real 
emotional element to it. Too much of punk is 
emotionally sterile and lacking in feeling. “Emo” 
doesn’t seem to make up for that problem in any 
meaningful way. 

Quitty: I got tired as shit of punk rock like 
that. The problem is that right now people 
want to throw the baby out with the bath 
water. I’m not tired of ethical standards, and 
I’m not tired of energy either. I’m tired of 
boring music. I don’t want to hear Doggy 
Style anymore because it’s 1999- 

What kind of musical backgrounds do you all 
come from. You guys want to talk about your 
respective punk rock histories? 

Sean: Quitty and I have similar backgrounds. 

Quitty: I grew up a young Hessian. I caught 
on to punk rather late, around 1985-86, 
through crossover punk- metal, like 
Metallica, S.O.D and D.R.I. From there, it 
was straight into Minor Threat, and older 
stuff. That allowed me to jump into more 


social and political kinds of punk music. 
When I was living in Northern California, I 
got into a lot of East Bay music too. 

You were in Brent’s TV, weren’t you? 

Quitty: Yes, I was, but what we were doing 
was geographically separated from the whole 
East Bay scene. We were the first band on 
Lookout that wasn’t from the East Bay. It was 
groundbreaking! 

Sean: As a kid, I only listened to The 
Beatles, AC/DG and Kiss. I got into punk 
rock when I was in high school. From punk 
rock, I then proceeded to get into every- 
thing, like older punk and jazz for exam- 
ple. Everything came out of the musical 
awareness that punk rock brought to my 
musical sensibilities. 

Punk rock opened up your pores, as they say. 

Sean: Yeah, absolutely. In everyway. 

That’s the kind of artistic eclecticism that punk 
ideally fosters. 

Sean: I’ve never thought of punk rock as a 
label for one kind of thing, whether it be a 
music, an attitude, or a look. Punk rock to 
me was a kind of enlightenment, a way of 
opening up to the world. That’s the only way 
I can describe it. 

It was an ideology. 

Sean: Exactly, in everything: Musically, 
politically, spiritually, aesthetically. 
Everything. It all exploded from there. 

Hey Jared, it’s your turn. 

Jared: Those guys are a lot older than me. A 
lot of the stuff I grew up was a lot fresher and 
a lot cooler, like Marilyn Manson. [laughs] 

Quitty: The older bands that he likes are still 
alive... 

Jared: Quitty and Sean like Kiss, but you 
gotta realize that Marilyn Manson really took 
it over the edge. He has cod pieces twice the 
size of Kiss. 

Cod pieces are essential to rock and roll 

Jared: We don’t need them in this band. 
Sean: We fly free. ® 
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WITH THE ZINE 

HELLBENDER 


1. How long have you been doing your zine and what issue are you on? 

I started Hellbender during the summer of 1994 and am working on issue 
#13 as we speak. 

2. How long do you plan on doing it for? 

I guess when there are no more bands to interview, no more records to review 
and nothing left to say in general. 

3. What would cause you to quit? 

I’d say if two-thirds of the above answer came to be, that might make me 
want to call it a day. 

4. How do you distribute your zine? 

Well, the usual small distros, and stores. I’ve had some issues in Tower and I 
used to work for Caroline, so they distributed it as well. 

5. Why is your zine called what it’s called? 

Well at first I just wanted to raise some hell in the HC/Punk scene, so 
Hellbender seemed suitable. Now I don’t mind it, as long as it’s not too corny. 

6. In order of importance, what would you rank as the three main subjects 
you cover? 

Music, music, and music. Even if it’s not music, it will somehow be related to 
it. To me, the music comes first. 

7. What’s the hardest part about doing your zine? 

I'd have to say getting everyone to finish everything around the same time, 
which is nearly impossible. 

8. What’s the most rewarding? 

The day it comes back from the printers — it brings a tear to my eye I tell you. 

9. Are you doing your zine for the free records? 

Well I don't mind things that are free, but I give like 75% of them to reviewers, 
so it’s not a reason so to speak. 

10. Was it weird to interview Sally Struthers? 

Well, I was working at a West Point hotel when she was in a performance of 
Grease, so I busted out some questions in the elevator. She is even bigger 
than she is on TV, but nice as hell. 

11. What was the best and worst interview you’ve ever done? 

The best was Dave Smalley hands down. He’s a HC hero of mine, but strange- 
ly enough the first guy to offer me a beer at an interview. But he’s the most 
down to earth guy and we still talk once in a while. The worst was Slayer. I 
sensed it wasn’t going to be good so I asked questions like, "Who do you think 


are better, the Beatles or Slayer?” They were dumfounded. 

12. Quote your favorite thing ever said in the pages of your zine. 

I was interviewing Richie from Into Another: " I figured I’ve slept with 217 
women." 

13. Do you write everything yourself? If so, why? If not, how do you find 
other writers? 

Having other writers is a many splendored thing. You get perspectives from 
completely different people and it makes things more well-rounded. 

14. How is your zine produced? 

I’m a cut and paste guy in a computer laid out world. But I try to make the 
cover look nice and do newsprint. 

15. Handwritten vs. Typewriter vs. Computer? 

Well handwritten is never as legible as I’d like. Typewritten is great and so is 
computer, but I think the content is Job #1. 

16. What other zines inspire you? 

Change Zine is one of my faves. They’re right up my alley. 

17. What is “selling out”? 

Selling out is simply doing something you are against for the wrong reasons. 

18. If you could live off of your zine, would you? 

As long as it gave me time to do other things I love. 

19. If you had a chance to interview someone who you most likely would 
never have a chance to talk to, who would it be? 

Bruce Lee (there’s a slim to none chance of that, eh?). He’s one of my idols 
and there are so many things I’d like to ask him that I don’t think are really 
revealed in his writings and old interviews. 

20. Describe your dream interview (who, where, what setting). 

It would have to be the Smiths around 1986-1987. I’d like to hear what they 
thought of their contemporaries at that time. 

Hellbender Fanzine 
PO Box 

547 Vails Gate, NY 12584 
e-mail JKD101@aol.com 
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In a day when weak, commercial-minded music 
makers are doing their best to cash in on the 
hard won respect of the real artists who came 
before in both hip-hop and punk rock, we find 
dalek standing over the gap — bringing people 
together and keeping it real. If Puff Daddy means 
hip-hop to you in the '90s, read on and get 
schooled. Then pick up the CD on Gem 
Blandsten and find out for yourself that real hip- 
hop is alive and kicking. 

Interview by Josh Hooten 

I’m curious about how dalek came about. 

dalek: I’ve been with DJ Rek for about nine 
years now. He was the producer for one of 
my earlier hip-hop groups. I met the okto- 
pus while working on solo material about 
four years ago. What started as a solo project 
became a collaboration with the oktopus. 
When we decided to play live shows and tour, 

I asked DJ Rek to join us. The core of the 
group is now the three of us. 

How did you guys get hooked up with Charles 
and Gern Blansten? I’m proud of Charles for tak- 
ing the chance and putting out a hip-hop record, 
and for you guys to go with him when punk rock 
distribution methods and structures are probably 
not the easiest way to go about moving hip-hop 
stuff. I guess I’m asking about how well the 
record does and how it has been received con- 
sidering it’s a hip-hop record being distributed 
through channels long established to sell guitar 
rock bands of mostly middle class white kids. 

oktopus: I’ve known Charles for a while now. 
dalek and Charles met, and after we played our 
first show, he decided to release our record. 

dalek: When Charles asked me to be on his 
label I was souped. I loved the groups on 
Gern, especially Lemon & Lime and basical- 
ly, releasing the record on Gern gave us the 
freedom to do what we wanted and express 
ourselves how we wanted to. However, you’re 
right, it’s not the easiest way to get our shit 
out there. I mean truthfully, we aren’t hitting 
every market we want to hit. As far as record 
sales go, niggas got to eat, but right now i’m 
not concerned with that. We just want to rock 
shows and expose as many people as posible 
to true hip-hop. 

oktopus: We’ve done all types of shows. We’ve 
played with hip-hop groups, jungle groups, 
death metal groups, indie rock, punk rock- 
just about everything. It seems like no matter 
who we play with, there is always a percentage 
of people who get into our music. So the 
record has been received pretty well by a wide 
variety of people. 


Following that last part, has it been an advan- 
tage to have such a captive audience? I mean 
most people these days will give anything 
Charles puts out a chance because he’s got a 
track record of putting out great bands. These 
are kids who perhaps would have never heard of 
you had the record not come out on Gern 
Blansten unless it had suceeded to the level of a 
Wu-Tang record or a Busta Rhymes record. 

dalek: I not sure we got a captive audience. I 
mean I’m sure some people feel that way, but 
for the most part people have a choice when 
they hear our record or see our show... Love 
it or hate it. What Gern provided was a place 
to present our material to the world. And 
true, it did put our music into the hands of 
people who might have never heard it, but 
that doesn’t necessarily mean they liked us. 

I agree that the people you’re being exposed to 
may not like what you’re doing, but my guess is 
that the majority of people checking you guys 
out are doing so because you’re on Gern 
Blandsten, at least until the record gets more 
exposure and word gets out to a more hip-hop 
based audience. For example, I wouldn’t be 
doing this interview right now if you guys put 
out your record on say Ninja Tune or Liquid Sky 
or Mo-Wax or something like that. But because 
Charles and you guys were willing to take a 
chance and put it out together, here we are. By 
the same token, perhaps hip-hop kids won’t 
know where to find the record, or won’t hear 
about it as easily because it’s on Gern as well. 
This is a big fault of punk rock as far as I’m con- 
cerned. I should still have been doing this inter- 
view if you were on a non-punk label — so long 
as it was independent — but chances are I 
wouldn’t have been turned on to you at all. So 
many records, so little time, know what I’m say- 
ing? What I’m leading up to is this: do you con- 
sider the cross-pollination that you guys are pro- 
viding both scenes with? Hip-hop kids come and 
see you guys and maybe check out The Lapse; 
punk kids come to see The Lapse and get to 
check out you guys. I find this fascinating and 
very hopeful. I think a lot of good can come out 
of it. The more kids unite from different scenes 
the better. 

dalek: Yeah, no doubt. Its great to see kids at 
our shows who are not necessarily into hip- 
hop. And like you said, a lot of the punk kids 
have never even been to a hip-hop show. But 
in turn, hip-hop has also become very close- 
minded. So it’s good to expose these kids to 
other types of music. 


With your feet firmly planted in two scenes, 
you’re in a pretty unique spot. Do you think 
punk and hip-hop are complimentary? Do they 
have anything in common, or are they totally dif- 
ferent? Who do you consider your peers in both? 

oktopus: I remember growing up listening to 
punk and hip-hop. I used to go to CBs for 
Sunday matinees and on the way kids would 
be listening to KRS or Public Enemy. There 
was a real parallel to early hip-hop and 
punk— both contained a sort of frustrated 
energy. Back then, they were both under- 
ground and nobody was really making 
money. Then came a point when both forms 
became the new commercial music. Now 
both forms have developed into pure enter- 
tainment with little or no artistic value. I 
haven’t bought a punk or hip-hop record in 
years, except for old stuff. 

dalek: As far as peers go, there are a few 
groups that are doing fat joints: The Labteks, 
Oddity, Complex, Dev, Element, The 
Xecutioners, Cut Chemist, Black Star, The 
Arsonists, All Natural Lemon and Lime 
Flavors, The Rye Coalition, ThenTen, Toko 
Yasuda and the Lapse, Drive Like Jehu, 

Flying Saucer Attack, Third Eye Foundation, 
Amon Tobin. 

I was watching the news the other day and they 
were talking about how the majority of records 
sold today are hip-hop records but they were 
including r&b, soul, and stuff like that to get 
those kinds of stats. Regardless, hip-hop seems 
to be more popular than ever in the mainstream. 
The same could be said for punk rock a couple 
of years back. But the bigger punk got, the 
weaker and more watered down it got as far as 
I’m concerned. People got more interested in 
making hit records by formulas than saying any- 
thing vital or urgent, or even intelligent. Is this 
happening to hip-hop? Are groups coming up 
thinking only about success and not about mak- 
ing viable art? Do you ever wonder about the 
affects of success on yourselves? 

dalek: First off, most of the stuff in the 
mainstream isn’t hip-hop anymore. It’s Top 
40 Pop. And you’re right, it seems most 
people are more concerned with making hits 
than creating art. As far as success goes, if 
and when it comes, maybe we’ll eat better 
and my family will be taken care of. But I 
know who I am, and I’d be doing this even 
without’ money or success — like now. 

oktopus: Yeah. Nobody likes us, so we will 
never have to worry about success. ® 
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You can call it what you want— rebels and reform- 
ers of bygone ages weren’t punk because there 
weren’t any electric guitars back then— but I use 
the term “punk” because that’s the scene that 
weaned me and that I owe a debt to, and because I 
love working in the medium, musically and other- 
wise. I want to keep it moving forward. That’s why I 
keep coming back around and that’s why I insist on 
still classifying myself as such. II Naturally, I don’t 
want my entire identity to be wrapped up in vegan- 
ism or punk or the fact that I play guitar, but I’m 
also not naive enough to think that I can push 
things along without using certain flags. I use these 
terms to help explain myself and, really, in solidari- 
ty. I want to fucking stand with those high school 
kids— and anyone else who’s “outside” for that 
matter— who get beat up for being, or just looking, 

different and say wjNirtapHfcr 


Ted Leo is the man. Ask anybody. A 
perfect blend of wit, style, and con- 
tent, Ted is doing punk like it was 
meant to be done: From the heart and 
full steam ahead. Building on the 
lessons learned from his band Chisel, Ted is sally- 
ing forth solo bringing you music that not only 
sounds good, but says good— proving punk can 
be a revolution you can dance to. 

Interview by Josh Hooten 

One of the best moments of my life was watch- 
ing Chisel play at the Middle East when some- 
thing happened to the bass player to hold up the 
show and you started playing Lungfish’s 
“Nothing is Easy.” I think maybe four people in 
the entire room knew what it was. 

I’m a big fan of Lungfish and always have 
been. But the reasons why I goofed around 
on "Nothing is Easy” at that show and why 
I’ve been playing "To Whom You Were 
Born” in my solo set lately go pretty deep, 
so pull up a chair and get some snacks. \ 
That tour, which was the next to last Chisel 
tour, really re-affirmed punk rock for me 
in so many ways. Chisel was this thing that 
was at once so successful and so frustrating, 
both to myself and audiences because it was 
so mutable. We were all coming from dif- 
ferent places and looking to go in different 
directions. Out of that synergy came this 
thing that would bring horn-rimmed-glasses- 
wearing Brit-pop kids together with dread- 
locked, CRASS patch wearing punkers, and 
fuck if that’s not exactly what I wanted! I feel 
like I’ve been such a devourer of music and 
history for my entire life. Whatever cate- 
gories you want to list, I’m all of the above. 
For the punk rock, I wanted to bring subtle- 
ty and beauty and perspective on the history 
of the tools of our art that would get us 
thinking. For the indie-rock, I wanted to 
bring a shot of energy and urgency and pol- 
itics that would get us excited to be alive. 

But in each of those cases, it requires a little 
effort on the audience’s part. You have to 
pay attention, you know? What you’re 
expecting isn’t going to be handed to you. I 
know that this sounds somewhat grandiose, 
but that is how seriously I take it all. ^ The 
time you saw us, I was really starting to feel 
that "the kids” weren’t interested in making 
that effort anymore. They saw us with our 
haircuts and clothes, and they heard us 
actually sing — with harmonies, no less — and 
they heard that we played with Radiohead 
and the Granberries, and they assumed, not 


that we wanted to sign but that we already 
had. Meanwhile, the reality was that I was 
turning down offers left and right, and just 
barely scraping by — no health insurance or 
anything — for years, because I do believe in 
punk rock and I do believe in maintaining 
independence and integrity. No mater how 
cool the A&R people at any given label are 
and no matter how far away from the head 
of the corporate chain any of those labels 
are and no matter how low-key of a deal I 
can get, it is still important to me that I 
stand against that compromise. The exam- 
ples that I grew up with gave me that kind of 
hope and I want to set that same example for, 
those who grow up with me. I’m trying to 
communicate this to people through the art 
that I make, and through the art that Chisel 
made, because that’s what I am — an artist, 
not a demagogue. But I was being dismissed 
out of hand left and right. Kids wouldn’t 
book us in their basements because "we 
wanna sign.” No one would interview us 
because they thought we were 
stars and we’d get inter- 
viewed by Spin. Bigger punk 
bands wouldn’t tour with us 
because they didn’t think we 
needed the help. Just 
because we tried to break out 
of the mold a little bit, all of 
a sudden, we were something 
other than what we were. ^ 

So this is the context that I entered into that 
Chisel tour with. I had come to a point 
where my life was officially going to go one 
way or the other. I had come so close to 
finally saying, "Yeah, it’s time for me to get 
mine,” that I was meeting with label presi- 
dents and reviewing contracts. But I finally 
came down on the side I was always on, "the 
other,” and I was in the frame of mind to 
fucking make it work here in the under- 
ground. But I was going through all of this 
questioning: How much longer can I keep 
this up? How can I remain vital to myself? 
How can I remain vital to others? The last 
thing I want to be is DOA or something— an 
aging parody of myself. I wanted to keep 
growing, but I wanted to take my punk rock 
friends along with me. Then, as if in a 
dream, a memory comes: It’s two years ear- 
lier; October; the Midwest. Fugazi and 
Chisel and Lungfish are on tour for two 
weeks. Lungfish was the answer — a fucking 
great band, that has always remained fucking 
great. They get older as people, grow as a 


band, accept what they’re given, remain dri- 
ven, and keep moving. And what a beautiful 
body of work they’ve established! And it hit 
me there, in Boston, specifically because 
that is actually where I saw the dreadlocked 
CRASS kids, and it totally inspired me. 

That Lungfish song was spontaneous. 

I’ve been in a strange spot myself perhaps simi- 
lar to the situation you found yourself in. I’ve 
been considering dropping out of punk for some 
time now. I’ve been wondering if this magazine 
and this scene were really a clear enough reflec- 
tion of who I am anymore. All the while I’ve 
been having a sort of personal revolution as far 
as my politics go — wanting to get more active 
and do more things. It’s not so much that punk 
rock isn’t who I am anymore, but perhaps more 
that I’m not sure of who I am. For me, I’ve real- 
ized staying interested and active in punk is now 
about changing the way I relate to it and chang- 
ing what I’m contributing to it. 

We all go through that at some point, or at 
many points or even, I’d say, constantly. I 


think that what I’ve come to realize in regards 
to punk rock itself, is that you don’t need to 
be up on the latest HeartattaCk letters page 
wars to still be in touch and to still con- 
tribute. But you also don’t have to be a jaded 
old fuck when you hit drinking age. You just 
have to adapt to your current situation; you 
take what you’ve learned and hopefully as you 
grow, your outlook expands to include new 
challenges, and you meet them as yourself. 

To borrow some phraseology from my broth- 
er Danny: When I play drums, I play vegan 
drums; when I walk down the street, I do it as 
a feminist; when I lie in bed and read, I do it 
as someone who’s Irish and Italian and dis- 
tinctly American. I’m not saying that I sloga- 
nize everything I do, but that our politics are 
our own and they’re integral to who and what 
we are. Even if those politics are pointedly a- 
political or blissfully ignorant, they are out- 
ward expressions of something inner. They 
are practical solutions to actualizing nebu- 
lous Concept — concepts that are the stuff of 
our souls, they inform every move we make. 
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I’m not trying to be empirical or fatalist or 
existential about this, I’m not saying that all 
of these outward things write their code on 
us and program us to act certain ways or that 
we re bound to act within certain prescribed 
frameworks. Rather, I’m saying that these 
codes are signs that we accept — willingly or 
unwillingly — to describe ourselves. It’s an old 
idea, this notion that anything you do can be 
punk, or the old "the personal is political” 
thing, but I think it’s true. K You’re right 
about changing the way you contribute to the 
community or "punk world” or whatever. 
Sometimes the terminology gets limiting. 
Why does everything have to be "punk?” Why 
can’t it just be "righteous?” Often people’s 
personal notions of what is exactly "punk” 
don’t allow for contributions of a kind other 
than loud guitars and kicking people to be 
recognized and appreciated. Sometimes I’ve 


flags. I use these terms to help explain myself 
and, really, in solidarity. I want to fucking 
stand with those high school kids — and any- 
one else who’s "outside” for that matter— who 
get beat up for being, or just looking, differ- 
ent and say "Fuck you! I’m punk!” 

I share your enthusiasm about an independent 
culture. I think it’s absolutely essential for artists 
to have outlets not funded by the government or 
big business. Not that art created and funded by 
those sources is necessarily invalid, but those 
two sources don’t represent freedom to me. On 
the other hand, the most popular bands travel- 
ling in punk circles today aren’t really espousing 
any non-mainstream views or politics. It seems 
like a bunch of bands now approach punk rock 
as nothing more than a farm league for the 
majors. They aspire to a major label record deal 
and sort of assume they’ve got a shot at getting 


system sanctions it. I have no problem with 
business. I have no problem with making 
money. But I do have a problem with busi- 
nesses I don’t like — Sony or Disney or 
Seagram’s or whoever — benefiting from my 
good name. And I do have a problem with 
making money and getting comfortable being 
an end in itself, I’d love to see Gern 
Blandsten sell a million copies of the Lapse 
record, and Charles and Chris and Toko all 
get paid for it — they all deserve some rewards 
for their efforts. But I know that none of 
them want to tie themselves in with the mon- 
sters of capital. I remember when Chris took 
^o much shit for saying in Punk Planet , that 
he wasn’t opposed to major labels but instead 
to the nature of business as it is. That’s get- 
ting at a much deeper issue than just saying 
"major labels are bad.” If you don’t turn a 
profit, you can’t survive in America. You 


Everyone knows that quiet-loud-quiet- 
loud can get your heart pumping, but it’s 
been done so many times— fuckin’ push 
yourself a little! Do it if it feels right, but 


wanted to get as far away from this stifling 
situation as possible. But I still have the 
desire to remain aligned with the specific 
styles and terminology of punk. You can call 
it what you want — rebels and reformers of 
bygone ages weren’t punk because there 
weren’t any electric guitars back then — but I 
use the term "punk” because that’s the scene 
that weaned me and that I owe a debt to, and 
because I love working in the medium, musi- 
cally and otherwise. I want to keep it moving 
forward. That’s why I keep coming back 
around and that’s why I insist on still classi- 
fying myself as such. J Naturally, I don’t want 
my entire identity to be wrapped up in veg- 
anism or punk or the fact that I play guitar, 
but I’m also not naive enough to think that I 
can push things along without using certain 


one, not for a moment thinking that all those 
bands who signed got fucked over and are now 
broken up, or are back on indies with very little 
or no credibility with their old fans. Everybody 
sees dollar signs and 120 Minutes walk-ons as 
success, but nobody is being realistic about how 
those things and that kind of success shortens 
the life span of a band. 

Totally. But PJ Harvey, The Clash, Billy 
Bragg and any number of hip-hop or reggae 
acts, have done and continue to do great 
things on major labels. Plus, in many cases 
there aren’t any other apparent options to 
getting your stuff out there than to use the 
channels of the establishment. If you can 
negotiate those channels and come out ahead 
for yourself, god bless you. But personally, I 
just can’t get over the notion that using the 


need that profit to pay rent and buy food and 
hopefully get some insurance, and if you 
want to have kids, you should be able to put a 
little bit away as well, because they can’t earn 
their keep and shouldn’t have to. \ The lines 
that we all draw for ourselves are somewhat 
arbitrary. I mean, for instance, there are 
many who have more stringent personal rules 
than I do. I have guidelines, but I will play 
almost any show, and allow almost any media 
if they’re interested to pick up on what I do. 
But when it comes to a Sony-owned label’s 
stamp on my records, I cannot go there. It’s 
not the fact that a large corporation might 
own a given label, it’s the corporate con- 
glomerate culture that bothers me. The big- 1 
ger these things get, the more information 
they control and the more they can dictate 
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culture in general. When only three or four 
parent companies are controlling everything 
we see, hear and eat, I have to believe that it’s 
not good for ideas. J In regards specifically 
to major labels and music and what you were 
talking about, you’re right: It is so infuriat- 
ing to come across someone who treats punk 
as a farm league for the majors. I don’t blame 
Nirvana, but the blitz that surrounded 
Nevermind has had a really strange and long- 
lasting effect. In the '80s, when a major 
signed an underground band, chances are 
they had a pretty sizeable following already. 
But the difference was that they were rarely 
groomed for super-stardom. By-and-large, 
they were basically just salaried to keep doing 
what they were doing. Somewhere down the 
line, they got their houses and lived comfort- 
ably but remained unrecognized by the guy 
who works at their local Blockbuster Video. 


textualized by the rest of the demographically 
calculated signings on any given major label. 
And I don’t want to be contextualized by the 
culture they represent and foster, Chisel 
played a show in New Jersey, where this really 
young band refused to play first because they 
"always have to open.” They’d never heard of 
us before, so they weren’t budging. We let 
'em headline over us, Frodus and the 
Norman Mayer Group, and we played first 
ourselves. The thing that burned me about it 
was that they were coming from a place where 
all of the punk rock bands that they’d known 
had jumped out at them, fully formed, as 
super-stars, and they were sure that that’s 
where they were headed. They had no con- 
cept of the fact that there’s a whole other 
world out there in which people never 
become super-stars, sometimes even— gasp— 
by choice. 


"Self indulgence” is the key there. At times it 
almost seems even decadent. But "emo” can 
also be so powerful and vital — look at Rites of 
Spring or the Van Pelt. But also look at the 
difference: those bands aren’t just whining. 
They’re not just settling for an easy hook or 
an easy dynamic. Everyone knows that quiet- 
loud-quiet-loud can get your heart pump- 
ing, but it’s been done so many times— 
fuckin’ push yourself a little! Do it if it feels 
right, but don’t settle. Push it a little bit. 
That goes for the audience as well: Don’t be 
duped by cheap emo! We’re allowed to expect 
a little more — we deserve it! As far as love 
songs and intensely personal subject matter 
goes, that’s fine too. Not to sound like a hip- 
pie, but love is great! It should be sung 
about. It’s necessary that it be sung about. 


don’t settle. Push it a little bit. That goes 
for the audience as well: Don’t be duped 
by cheap emo! We’re allowed to expect a 
little more— we deserve it! 


I’m not lauding that system, but it was less 
damaging to those who chose to remain 
independent. Now we find ourselves in a 
time not unlike the early days of rock and 
roll, where anyone can land a crazy fucking 
deal, have one or two massive hits, make 
some bucks or get ripped off, and disappear. 
That’s the rock’n’roll dream: the underdog 
degenerates make good! But what’s unfortu- 
nate about it now is that it fosters a disrespect 
for work and art and a lack of perspective 
among the up-and-comers, who have a very 
different concept of "success” than what has 
traditionally been the punk "ethos.” And 
damn, dude, I’m not immune to it! God 
knows I’m sick of paying rent, and god knows 
I want to play to people and I want them to 
buy my records, but I don’t want to be con- 


On the other hand, with emo — a music that to 
me marks a huge downfall of vitality in 
punk — being so popular, you’ve got the most 
popular bands doing nothing more than writ- 
ing self-indulgent love songs over and over. 
Don’t get me wrong, I love a good love song, 
but the current state of that genre is just real- 
ly weak. My point is that with the most popu- 
lar music in punk right now having no real 
tangible politics or substance other than self 
indulgence, punk doesn’t seem like much of a 
threat because its substance is exactly that 
which you find on majors, and on the radio 
and on 120 Minutes. What’s the point of a 
counterculture if it’s espousing the same 
views as the mainstream culture? This is all 
part of what has made me rethink remaining 
active in punk. 


The personal is good! It can be universal, 
because even in saying "nobody knows my 
pain,” someone is going to relate. But why 
sell all of these things short? They can all be 
as revolutionary as some jerk-off with a bull 
horn telling you to blow up the police sta- 
tion, so why settle? J Again, I feel like there’s 
a responsibility on the part of the audience 
here that often isn’t being met either. We can 
be more discriminating with the art we 
choose to support. We can challenge per- 
formers to work a little harder for our dol- 
lars. There’s an argument to be made that 
pop, rock and punk isn’t art, and shouldn’t 
be judged as such, but I disagree. Pure plea- 
sure has its place, as does pure theory t but 
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how amazing is it when the two come togeth- 
er! The Jam went to # I with "Going 
Underground.” In terms of popular culture, 
that’s a pretty damn subversive song — it’s not 
Rudimentary Peni, but what a one-two 
punch it is, man! Thought and hooks togeth- 
er— what a concept! 5 You know, punks are 
allowed to have fun and be in love and shit, 
but our recreation can be even more reward- 
ing if it’s creative as well. Having said that, 
though, I have to again assert that I recognize 
that creativity doesn’t always have to be plea- 
surable, and pleasure doesn’t always have to 
be creative. I do often value non-creative 
recreation. Right now, in freezing Boston in 
March, I’d be perfectly happy to give myself a 
few days of lying on a beach somewhere being 
decidedly un-creative. But I’d be really sad 
and bored if that was all there was. 

I don’t get blown away like I used to by the 
spectacle of live performances — at least not 
nearly as often — and I can’t decide if it’s the 
performers who have changed, or if I am indeed 
a jaded old man now. I think one of the things 
that has made me step back from the scene and 
rethink a few things is that by moving to 
Chicago and becoming totally immersed in punk 
culture, I found that I was hearing a lot more 
conversations about fame and money and labels 
and Spin magazine than I was about the art 
itself. A night on the town would, without fail, 
consist of conversations covering all of those 
topics but never a talk about how touched any- 
body is by anybody’s new records. Nights were 
spent in the backs of clubs, or in the bar while 
bands were playing talking about the trappings 
of the art, the mechanics of it, but never once 
the art itself. I would get home at night and lay 
down with my Walkman on listening to the Bad 
Brains or Fugazi or Lungfish, or fucking Charles 
Bronson and try to refocus a bit on the art. I can 
put that Three record or Lungfish’s “Rainbows 
•From Atoms” on the headphones and still get 
goose bumps, so I don’t think it’s entirely me. I 
think I just got too far behind the scenes. I saw 
too much of what was behind the curtain and it 
ruined some of the magic for me. 

Yeah. I am the king of gossiping about who’s 
all over Spin or what a chump Courtney 
Love is or who landed what deal. But when 
it eclipses the art itself, fuck it. It bums me 
out just to hear that some of the magic has 
been ruined for you. Every now and then, I 
really need to see Fugazi, or encounter a 





band I’ve never heard of that’ll totally knock 
my socks off, so I can get some of that back 
for myself. \ I was lucky to have spent so 
many of my formative years living in DC, 
where 20 years of building have afforded 
many people a certain amount of notori- 
ety — still minor in relative terms — and free- 
dom to develop without asking them to stop 
thinking or to compromise their art in 
favor of business. The conversation there is 
still filled with a love of the form itself. And 
I’ve found it elsewhere: in New York in 
Boston, in Jersey, and apparently, in 
Chicago too. I know what your complaint is, 
though, and I complain about it myself, and 
yet, as I sit here thinking of all of my friends 
with whom I might talk about this stuff, I 
can happily say that none of them would still 
be here if they didn’t love the music. I guess 
that as tiresome as it can get, it’s hopefully 
not all that dire, To continue with what 
you were saying about not getting excited by 
live bands that much anymore, well I feel 
the same way, and I think it’s simply because 
the more you’re exposed to something, the 
more you learn about something, the more 
you’re able to discern quality. Not just an 
objective, "are they good at what they do,” 
type of quality, but a personal, "at this point 
in my life I am looking to get (x) out of this 
experience,” type of quality. Or an "I 
appreciate (y) in a band” type of quality. 
Your point of view develops. The big ques- 
tion with all artistic output in the punk 
world is simply: Why do we do it? The more 
of it you see, the more you develop your 
own reasons and your own expectations, and 
the easier it is for you to discern those rea- 
sons and expectations in others — and to 
detect charlatans. \ It seems that there are 
only a certain number of forms that we can 
build on, but we seem to not be pushing 
ourselves or editing ourselves enough to 
actually do all that much building. I mean, 
the limits are there, but they’re there to be 
challenged. That’s how the bar gets raised! 
Of course there are different levels that 
people are at and you have to make room 
for that as well. That’s where your ability to 
be discriminating comes in. You need to 
know the difference between when someone 
is going through the learning process and 
when someone just doesn’t care, you know? 
We have to recognize that not everybody’s 
going to be where we’re at, but if they’re 
actually working on it and workin’ it out, 
chances are, you’ll be able to see that, and 


they’ll excite you. As artists, we have to 
understand the power we have at hand and 
fucking use it! I’m not just talking about as 
a tool for communicating specifics, but as 
art itself— as a tool for touching people, 
period. People at shows are there for so 
many reasons: to be entertained, to be 
energized, to learn something, to see 
friends But they’re there and you wouldn’t 
be getting paid if they weren’t. Just know 
this and have a point, But the audience 
has a role too. There is no show without an 
audience. It’s not only up to the artists to 
challenge themselves. We play shows and we 
jday to people. Get over the idea that it’s 
not for them, because it is! I do it for 
myself, yes, and I’d do it even if nobody 
came around to see it, but by its very nature 
it is performative. It’s for whomever shows 
up as well. If you say your point is to alien- 
ate the audience, then I still say that the 
underlying point of that is to make them 
think about it and then appreciate it. 
Otherwise, alienate yourself! While it shows 
a disrespect to the audience to not push 
ourselves for them, it also shows a disrespect 
to art in general for the audience to settle 
for the easy experience and to not challenge 
the artist to move the medium forward. ^ 

We accept so much shit! We have so many 
guilty pleasures. Fuck it! Take a stand 
against guilty pleasure! At least ask yourself 
why you feel guilty about it, so you can 
purge that guilt and back up your opinions. 
Or even further — and I’m sorry if I’m 
treading into Kevin Rowlands-style 
Puritanism here, but — if you know it’s ill 
that you like that last "Woo-hoo!” Blur 
song, fucking stop it! Deny it! Don’t let it 
in! Deny yourself that one little cheap plea- 
sure in favor of some loftier goals! Don’t 
tolerate it! I’m not straight-edge. I’m not 
religious. I’m not a puritan. But I want a 
world in which people strive to achieve 
quality. I think it’s there, it’s just obscured 
by so much shit that it requires a little effort 
to get to. And no, talk this big is not out of 
place in talking about our attitudes toward 
punk rock. The punk world is not a refuge 
from the world at large, it’s a refuge within 
the world at large. It’s part of the world at 
large, and as it speaks to youth — actual youth 
and "the young idea.” Of course it’s fun 
and it’s comforting and all that, but it 
needn’t be just that. What we expect out of 
life needn’t be just that. And that’s, ulti- 
mately, the lesson I take away from it all. ® 
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I have guidelines, but I will play almost any 
show, and allow almost any media if they’re 
interested to pick up on what I do. But 
when it comes to a Sony-owned label’s 
stamp on my records, I cannot go there. 
It’s not the fact that a large corporation 
might own a given label, it’s the corporate 

I 

conglomerate culture that bothers me. The 
bigger these things get, the more informa- 
tion they control and the more they can 
dictate culture in general. When only three 
or four parent companies are controlling 
everything we see, hear and eat, I have to 
believe that it’s not good for ideas. 




If you stand in between our two rooms with one ear pointed at his room and one ear pointed at mine, you’ll hear this wild collage. 





* 


A moeba Records in San Francisco is the Sam’s 
Club of independent record stores. Located in 
a cavernous former bowling alley, the rock 
emporium’s record shelves seem to go on for miles 
and miles. And just like shopping at a warehouse 
food outlet, if you’re not careful, you’ll leave the 
store with a ten year supply of James Taylor, 

Photek, Backstreet Boys, Bootsy and his Rubber 
Band or whatever happens to be in the dollar dis- 
count bin that week. 

On this particular day, the record buying 
hordes have stopped shopping for a moment to 
listen to Michiko Swiggs, Aaron Hartman and 
K.O. of icu [pronounced "ee-coo”]. Crammed onto 
the Amoeba’s tiny performance stage, the groov- 
ing threesome are throwing down a clever mix of 
samples, theremin, turntables, stand-up bass, 
electric guitar and keyboards. It’s a cool, ethereal 
blend that has heads bobbing between the rows 
of thousands of unsold records. 

Later that night at The Bottom of the Hill, 
the band’s hipster coolness is gone, replaced by 
pure rock and roll passion. Over throbbing beats 
and frantic, neo-hardcore bass lines, K.O’s guitar 
saws jagged lines of melody and noise into the 
club’s heavy air. It’s an analog electronic jugger- 
naut and everyone’s listening. 

One of the latest products of the continu- 
ously fertile music ground that grows around 
Olympia, Washington, icu has been experiment- 
ing with electronics and live instrumentation for 
the last two years, leu’s choice of sampled 
source materials and unique combination of 
styles and genres makes the band an object of 
cultural fascination. When icu combines hip- 
hop and jungle beats, foreign language samples 
and traditional punk guitar noise, they’re not 
just cooking up a tasty musical soup. They’re 
also helping give voice to the new cultural logic 
of their era. 

Interview by John Brady 


When I think of K records, I think of punk and 
indie pop. I don’t think of electronic music. 

What has it been like doing this type of music in 
a place like Olympia? 

Aaron: People have been really supportive. 

Michiko: Yeah, it’s surprising how many 
people come to our shows. 

Aaron: We mostly play punk show — we’re just 
one of the bands there. We’ve played other 
venues, but especially during the first years, 
we would play a lot between punk bands and 
it would go pretty smoothly. 

Michiko: Kids that you would normally never 
see dancing would dance. It was really funny! 

Being a part of the Olympia punk scene, I’m curi- 
ous where you’re looking for inspiration. You don’t 
exactly have peers there in a musical sense. 

Aaron: We’re all record collectors and music 
freaks. K.O. and I are roommates. If you 
stand in between our two rooms with one ear 
pointed at his room and one ear pointed at 
mine, you’ll hear this wild collage. We’re all 
just looking for something that moves us. 

What about your former musical experiences? 
Whenever I talk to electronic outfits, there is 
usually a former punk rocker working the drum 
machine. Do you guys fit into that category? 

Michiko: We were all probably punks at one 
point or another. 

Aaron: I grew up playing electric bass in 
punk bands in high school. Then I was in a 
band called Old Time Relijun in Olympia 
which I think falls into that category of slop- 
py, freak-out music. 

Why the switch? Was it a natural development 
or was it a conscious choice? 

K.O.: I kind of lured Aaron in. [laughs] 


Aaron: Yeah, I got suckered into icu. K.O. 
said he was going to play a show where he was 
just going to play records and he wanted me 
to play bass lines over them. 

K.O. : At the time, I was playing with an 
electric bass player, but he was really into 
late-’ 70 s disco funk. 

I was going to ask you about that. I don’t hear a 
lot of disco or techno beats on this album. There 
are a lot more hip-hop and drum-n-bass beats. 

K.O.: Actually, we’ve just recently started to 
get into these four on four beats, but we re 
very particular about it. For example, we 
really like DJ Masa from the 1200 label. I 
don’t know exactly what to call it. 

When I was listening to your record, and again at 
the in-store performance, I was really impressed 
by the interplay between live instruments and 
digital sounds. What are the particular challenges 
of making a combination like that work? 

Michiko: It’s hard. It’s difficult not having a 
drummer 

K.O.: Yeah, a drum machine doesn’t have a 
brain. You can’t look at the machine and give 
him a cue 

Michiko: And its hard working with beats. It 
takes a really long time to produce good beats. 

K.O.: It’s a constant battle of man versus 
machine. 

Aaron: Trying to combine electronics and 
live instruments makes you really think hard 
about the music. You can have a band that is 
really tight and plans out the songs exactly or 
you can have a band that just sets a basic 
structure and then plays around that struc- 
ture. With us, I think we try to do it both 
ways. We’ll have a pretty tight plan for the 
songs, but we ll leave room so that K.O. can 
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add and subtract things. We don’t want to 
play the same things over and over again. 

So there is improvisation when you play. 

Aaron: Yeah, there has to be. 

Which comes first: the beats or the samples? 

K.O. : It all depends. It’s very similar to writ- 
ing a pop song. You know, sometimes you 
start out with the riff and then just start jam- 
ming for a while until you get the other parts. 

Aaron: But it’s also different than writing a 
pop song. In a pop group, one person can sit 
down with a guitar and write the melody, the 
chords and the words and then tell the rest of 
the band what to play. But we can’t do it that 
way. K.O. can program a beat and then tell 
me to play a bass line, but by the time we’re 
actually done writing the song, we’re nowhere 
near where we started out. It takes a long time. 

If there is one complaint that I have about elec- 
tronic music, it’s the lack of political content. 
Whether it’s straight electronic dance music or 
more experimental stuff, I miss the politics I 
tend to associate with punk. 

K.O.: It’s kind of difficult to be political 
without lyrics. 

Aaron: Kind of, but look at classical music. 
That was really political. It’s like in Russia 
with someone like Shostakovich or 
Tchaikovsky— they would compose a new piece 
that would say, "Here is the new way of lis- 
tening to things.” 

K. O . : "A new way of listening to things?” If 
you say that, then I think that a lot of elec- 
tronica is political. It pushes the boundaries. 
Take the group Pole, for example. They make 
music out of the hiss of a record spinning. 
When you listen to the CD, you hear the hiss 
of a record playing, with all the little pops in 


there. That ends up slowly becoming this 
pattern, and then the bass line comes in. I 
bet if you gave that to most people, they 
would say, "this isn’t music,” but I think it is. 
And look at Alec Empire and Atari Teenage 
Riot. They are very political. 

Aaron: Yeah, even if there aren’t any words, 
you still can feel the aggression that is coming 
out of the computer that they’re stomping 
on. It isn’t going to have any direct political 
effect, but it has a certain power regardless. 

K.O. : When Alec Empire first started, he 
wanted to attack the rave scene in Germany. 
He thought it was totally fake. All the talk 
about unity and anti-racism, and then you 
go to a rave in Germany and Turks aren’t 
allowed in. So he said, "This is bullshit,” and 
started the whole Digital Hardcore thing. 

Is there a specific connection between the music 
you make and politics? 

Aaron: I think when we play music together 
and it works, we’re playing to feel good. We ll 
play to get the feeling of excitement that you 
get from listening to a certain record or see- 
ing a really tight band. But no, we don’t have 
a manifesto. When we play something, it’s 
because it sounds right, not because it’s 
going to make people act differently. 

Let’s talk about the issue of sampling. Copyright 
infringement is always a major concern for 
bands like your own. How does it affect the 
process of putting together your music? 

Aaron: We take the approach that if we like 
something, we’re just going to take it. But we 
do try to be tasteful. 

K.O. : We won’t mock people, which is what 
makes us different from, say, Negativland. 
We don’t use samples in a malicious way. 


Aaron: We take something because it sounds 
good and because it will sound even better 
when Michiko plays some chords along with 
ft. We’re just not that worried about it. 

Michiko: Sampling is so great because there 
is all this music that has already been record- 
ed and there are ideas in there. You can use 
those ideas, take them and expand upon 
them, which is wonderful. It’s a big hassle 
legally though, but Calvin [Johnson of K 
Records] has been really relaxed about it. 

Aaron: "If we get sued, we’ll pay them,” he 
said, which is a really cool attitude to have. 
We’ll worry about it when it comes. Sampling 
makes me think of being back in high school 
when you were told that there were all of these 
rules and procedures that had to be followed. 
You know, they would say, "You have to take 
this test and get these scores if you want to 
graduate and be successful.” But as I get older, 
I realize that the rules aren’t really necessary. 
They’ve just been imposed and they keep get- 
ting followed because that’s the way it’s always 
been done. But it’s much more fun to ignore 
the rules. People like my parents keep saying, 
"You’re going to get sued,” but who cares? It’s 
more fun to keep going and break out of the 
pattern of how it’s supposed to be. 

K.O.: That’s where electronic music is polit- 
ical: Not giving a shit about the corporations 
and just making music. 

Aaron: Yeah. It’s about not caring about the 
right way to do things or the way that it has 
always been done. It reminds me of being in 
high school and saying, "Fuck it, I’m going 
to drop out.” We’re just saying that we’re not 
going to worry about the consequences. If 
something negative comes along, we’ll deal 
with it. But in the mean time, we’re pretty 
satisfied with what we have. ® 
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WITH THE BAND 

GOOD CLEAN EON 


1. When did your band form? 

Ha! If I only had 20 questions, I wouldn't waste them on details. 
But 

For the record, the idea was born Summer 97. 

2. When will it break up? 

Y2K 

3. What have you released so far? 

Two 7"s and a few comp songs. They are all available on one CD 
due out in April on Phyte Records (shameless plug). 

4. Why do you play the music that you play? 

We love hardcore and we aren't really good enough to play any- 
thing else. 

5. What is the weirdest thing that has ever happened at a 
show? 

Eric Rumpshaker sang along — it was great! 

6. What is the best show you’ve ever played? 

Washington DC at the National Conference on Civil 
Disobedience. I got to talk about politics. 

7. State your purpose. 

To make people laugh, sing along, and hopefully think. 

8. What were the runner up names for the band? 

Blindside. 

8 1/2. Why didn’t you use it? 

It was already taken (about a thousand times). 

9. How do you describe yourself to relatives who have no idea 
what you play? 

“Green Day, but faster.” 

10. How do you describe yourself to kids in the scene who 
haven’t heard you? 

Us: “What's your favorite record ever?” 

Them: “We're Not In This Alone." 

Us: “We sound a lot like Youth of Today.” 

11. What does the band fight about the most? 


Who gets to be on top. 

12. What is the antithesis of your band? 

Floorpunch. They don't know it yet, but if they don’t posi up, we 
are going to have to fight them. 

13. Outside of music and bands, what influences you? 

The details. Life is all about noticing the details. 

14. What is selling out? 

Processing something that is bought or sold. Selling something 
that is bought or processed. Buying something that is sold or 
processed. I don’t know. I just want to play hardcore. 

15. If you could make a living off your band, would you? 

We do make a living off of our band. Life is not all about money. 

16. Where do you practice? 

Issa’s recording studio in DC, the Edge of the Earth (another 
shameless plug). 

17. If you could play on a four-band bill, with any bands that 
have ever existed, who would you play with and what order 
would they play? 

The Beatles would open, then Good Clean Fun (be suspicious of 
people with low expectations), followed by Crucial Youth and 
7SECONDS. Then 7SECONDS would have to play again, just 
because that’s how good they are. 

18. What goals do you have as a band? 

Making people laugh and realize that taking life too seriously is a 
crime. Also, Issa wants to parlay his musical career into writing a 
column for a cool zine. . .hint, hint... 

19. What makes for a good show? 

A band, an audience, hopefully a PA. and a venue. No tough 
guys is important. Lots of different kinds of people— boy people 
and girl people, you know. 

20. If you were to cover a song (that you don’t already) what 
would it be? 

Heaven Knows I’m Miserable Now by the Smiths. 
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Lifter Puller are one of America’s finest under- 
dog bands. While never failing to walk the rock, 
they have weathered labels they were going 
belly up, lineup changes and even an appear- 
ance of the Jenny Jones show. Yet the band 
plays on, their motivation being nothing more 
than to have a good time and show the people 
who really rocks the party. Plus, their new EP 
The Entertainment and Arts is some of the 
finest 24 minutes of 1999 so far. 

Interview by Jessica Hopper 

How did Lifter Puller start? 

Craig: A long time ago, I was friends with 
the dudes in Crain and they were coming 
to town. So about ten days before the 
show, I got a band together to open for 
them. The drummer drops out and in 
came Dan. Then Steve joined on guitar. 
Then the bassist dropped out and we got 
Tommy and then about 6 six month ago, 
Tad replaced Tommy. 

You also have some records... 

Dan: I hold a couple records, one’s for 
most amount of sleep in one day. Steve 
holds the dirtiest bedroom record. Tad has 
the most chicks dissed record. I forget who 
holds the most pills taken in one day 
record, [laughs] 

Craig: We did two 7”s and then a record on 
Skene, which was recorded in Chicago with 


Casey Rice. It was a little premature— we had 
no business making that record, [laughs] 

Our second record was Half Dead and 
Dynamite which came out last year on No 
Alternative. Now we have a new EP. 

What has been the most momentous occasion of 
your band thus far? 

Dan: Watching Steve pass out in the front 
yard after playing Grand Old Days, [laughs] 

Huh? 

Dan: In the summer, Minneapolis is notori- 
ous for having some sort of block party or 
neighborhood fest every weekend. Like this 
summer there was the "Beer Fest.” It was 
pouring rain, there were about seven people 
there and They Might Be Giants played. 
Minneapolis has fests for celebrating foods, 
seasons, certain streets... 

Tad: All these fests start serving beer at like 
noon, so by 2 or 3 in the afternoon, every- 
one is just sloshed. 

Craig: Which is why calling only one of them 
the "Beer Fest” is kind of moot. 

Dan: Anyway, "Grand Old Days” is this fest 
that has been going on since forever that 
attracts about 700,000 people. We played at 
noon to about 30 of our friends. The back- 
stage was on this closed-off patio with tons of 
free food and tons of beer for all the bands. 
You had to have these dumb little passes to 


get back there, so we would go in and hand 
our passes over the balcony to our friends. 

By about 2 pm, it was us and Dillinger 4 an d 
like 8-10 of our friends, totally infiltrating 
the backstage of all the old-school 
Minneapolis rock people. 

Craig: It was our crew, the punk rock scourge 
vs. this old rock crew. 

Dan: We are all drinking; some of us were 
pacing ourselves but Steve was drinking like 
it’s last call on a Saturday night. We leave at 
about 5 and we a ll met back up at Steve’s 
later. Everyone is still hammered. Steve’s 
pretty much unintelligible — he can’t even 
talk. He’s just kind of making this gurgling 
"AAAAACKKKH!” sound, [laughs] A 
little while later, Steve passes out in his 
front yard surrounded by all these empties 
and a cooler. Now, Steve lives on a main 
drag, it’s 8 pm on a Sunday night and 
everyone is just going past thinking, "What 
the fuck?” A little later we 're sitting in the 
van and notice that Steve’s girlfriend pulled 
up and she s walking towards Steve. 
Suddenly, Steve just sits straight up! He has 
no idea what’s going on 'cause it’s dark 
now— for all he knows it’s 2 am. Steve told 
us this later, but apparently, the first words 
out of his mouth were, "You want a beer?” 
[Laughs] He’s totally confused and can 
barely sit up. We re all sitting there, just 
screaming with laughter. She leaves and 
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Steve puts his arm up to wave goodbye and 
just passes dead out again, splayed across 
the lawn, [laughs] Meanwhile, Tommy’s 
younger hippie brother who was with us, 
accidentally takes this huge swig from this 
jug that he believes to be water, but it’s 
actually Craig’s piss from when we were on 
the freeway. He spits it out and runs out of 
the van, pounds a beer and starts stuffing 
all this grass in his mouth. He gets back in 
the van and says, ”1 guess I got the full 
Lifter Puller experience now.” [laughs] 

It’s funny that the “full Lifter Puller experience” 
constitutes drinking a members urine. 

Tad: I had to do it to join. 

Craig: The next day, as a direct result of the 
prior two days of drinking, Tommy walked 
out of his house and collapsed and gave him- 
self a nasty concussion. That’s how we ended 
up getting Tad in the band. 

So that’s the end-all be-all Lifter Puller moment? 

Craig: I guess not. Maybe it was the Dillinger 4 
record release show we played on a riverboat. 

Steve & Dan: Yeah, that’s it! 

Craig: There were 150 people on a huge 
riverboat going down the Mississippi river 
for three hours. The bill consisted of us and 
the Dillinger 4. People were nuts— totally 
insane! Midway through our set we’re drop- 
ping through a lock... 


Dan: ...and everyone ran onto the deck. 
Apparently they thought dropping in a lock 
was like the Land of The Lost ride or 
something— you were going to just shoot 
out the other side, [laughs] Dropping 
through a lock is like 4° minutes of watch- 
ing paint dry. 

Craig: The one thing that was also super- 
awesome about it was when we would pass 
other chartered boats. These other boats had 
been chartered by like, Norwest Bank’s man- 
agement company or whatever and they pass 
our boat and there’s Pat from D4 naked with 
his bass and 50 punk kids flipping them off! 
[laughs] J It was also really great because it 
was a mixed crowd in a non-traditional 
venue. We draw more of an indie rock crowd 
and D4 draws all sorts— crusties and whoev- 
er, then there’s Tommy’s 55 - y ear- °^ col- 
lege professor boyfriend. And they were all 
rocking together. 

Dan: Not to get all emo, but there was an 
out-of-the-ordinary unity to it. 

So you’re saying that on the grand scale of 
momentousness Lifter Puller occasions, somehow 
playing on National TV doesn’t really figure in? 

Craig: A friend of mine from school is the 
talent coordinator for the Jenny Jones show. 

I pressured him forever and a year and half 
later we finally got on for a show called 
"stripper wars.” They put us in a nice hotel 


and gave us a white limo, per diems — every- 
thing! We got there at 8 am to sound check 
and we played "Roam in the Foam,” which 
was deemed by the producers to be "too 
hard.” [laughs] so we decided to do "The 
Bears” instead. 

Dan: Which is a song about big hairy fat 
dudes and the men that love them. You know, 
a kind of Grizzly Adams/Biker Bar mix. 

I think a homoerotic anthem is perfect for that 
show. 

Craig: I thought it was kind of subversive. 

Dan: It was one of those experiences that 
really fits in with our whole motivation. We 
want to play shows that are either just going 
to be super-fun experiences or we want to 
play shows that are just so absurd that 
there’s no way we can not do it. Like the 
boat show or a Bar Mitzvah. We somehow 
got asked to play this food drive that the big 
metal station in Minneapolis was having. 
Except it was outdoors, in Minnesota, in 
December, [laughs] There’s no way we were 
not going to that, man. What’s the point of 
being a band if you aren’t going to have 
insane amounts of fun? ® 
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H s I was getting ready to interview Penelope Houston, I frantically 
- , . - B searched around my apartment for my advance cassette of the 
new Avengers compilation on Lookout Records, Died For Your 

B Sins. The only time I have to digest new records is when I’m dri- 
ving and I figured my drive to the East Bay would be the perfect chance for 
one last listen before our conservation. But for some reason, I just couldn’t 
find the tape. “Damn,” I thought as I jumped into my truck. “I am such an 
idiot.” Feeling sorry for myself, I decided to turn on the local college radio 
station, KUSF. Lo and behold, as soon as the speakers started crackling, the 
live version of “The American in Me” off of the very cassette I couldn’t find 
came roaring out of my damaged Delco speakers. I was stoked. “They must 
be thinking of me,” I joked under my breath as I cracked a smile and sped 
off to the East Bay. 

Luckily, I didn’t need much of an introduction to Penelope Houston, or 
the legendary band she once fronted, The Avengers, because I’d grown up 
listening to them. An incredibly influential fixture in San Francisco during the 
late 70s, The Avengers existed for only two short years, during whichtime 
they managed to help lay the groundwork for American punk rock in much 
the same way that The Ramones and The Dead Kennedys did. Amazingly, 
they achieved this all in the short space of one long out of print 1979 
album, echoes of which one can still hear in young punk bands today who 
encountered them through bootlegs and worn out cassette copies copied 
thousands of times over. 

The fact that The Avengers are still such a relevant influence nearly 
20 years after their demise attests to the fact that they weren't just influen- 
tial musically, but ideologically as well. Songs like "We Are The One,” were 
call out the guards-style revolutionary anthems that specifically avoided 
indulging in the kind of ’60s hyperbole that made flower-power rock suck. 

It can’t be underestimated the extent to which this kind of inspiring, 
thoughtful and passionate writing helped contribute to the political eclecti- 
cism of the early West Coast punk and hardcore scenes. But more than 
anything else, what distinguished The Avengers was the lyrical sophistica- 
tion that songs decrying middle class values, such as “The American in 
Me,” brought to '80s punk. 

Bridging the gap between the lyricism of Patti Smith with the rage of 
the Sex Pistols — whose very last concert The Avengers had the dubious 
honor of opening — Penelope Houston’s work continued to develop and 
mature long after the end of The Avengers. Beginning with her first solo 
album, Bird boys, an all acoustic affair issued by Subterranean Records in 
1987, Penelope has gone to issue several critically acclaimed full length 
albums and EPs in the US and Germany, including 1993’s The Whole World 
and 1996’s Cut You, issued in the US by Reprise. 

Punk Planet got a chance to chat with Penelope Houston on a gor- 
geous spring afternoon in Oakland, on the eve of the release of both her next 
solo album Tongue, and Died for Your Sins, the first assembled compilation 
of unreleased Avengers material. Interview by Joel Schalit 
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One of the ways I got introduced to radical poli- 
tics as a kid was listening to bands like The 
Avengers. The nice thing about it for people my 
age, growing up in the early ‘80s with the shad- 
ow of the sixties revolt behind us, was that the 
kind of radical politics bands like yours intro- 
duced us to was not sectarian. It felt like some- 
thing new. Looking back at it now as an adult, it 
was an incredibly healthy experience to have 
had. My generation may never have had a 
Woodstock of it own, but it did have punk. I’m 
convinced that despite the lack of adequate con- 
cert footage on HBO, I’m a still better person 
because of it. 

What you’re saying makes me think of that 
song "We Are The One.” We always sang it 
somewhat tongue in cheek, but once you get 
past the irony, the message is that we’re not 
any of these things; that we don’t subscribe 
to any traditional political ideologies. What 
we were saying was that we are what was com- 
ing next. Unfortunately I don’t think our 
generation really fulfilled that. I guess we 
became "pre-Generation X,” or god forbid, 
"post-baby boomers” instead. I have pretty 
strong feelings but I’m still not in any par- 
ticular political camp. I haven’t got the 
answers, but I do know when things aren’t 
working out. And I definitely know where to 
point the finger. 

That’s still a hell of a lot more than most 
Americans know how to do. One of the reasons 
that punk politics were so important to me dur- 
ing the early ‘80s was that radical politics had 
been largely discredited in this country. A new 
type of oppositional politics badly needed to 
emerge and it had to be one that didn’t resem- 
ble what had come before it. For a while, punk 
politics seemed to point in the right direction, 
and songs like “We Are The One,” were crucial 
calls to arms that helped mobilize my genera- 
tion. Mobilize for what, I can’t tell you, but I can 
say with some degree of certainty that it helped 


prevent the spell of the Reagan era from totally 
mesmerizing us. Why do you think it never went 
any further? 

I remember really early on that there were 
some specifically political bands, like Sham 
69 and, of course, The Clash. But even 
they found it hard to keep it up. Then 
there were bands dedicated to specific 
issues, like "Meat is Murder.” For me, hav- 
ing been the mouthpiece of The Avengers, 

I could only espouse my opinions about 
America. I never wanted people to come to 
me and think that I had all the answers. 
That wasn’t what we were about. That also 
would have meant that we had a really bor- 
ing following, which we definitely didn’t. 
We didn’t want people who’d come up to us 
and say "I’ll do your bidding, I’ll do what- 
ever you want, just tell me what to do 
because I can’t think for myself.” That did- 
n’t appeal to me because I’m more of a 
humanist. I believe in people’s individuali- 
ty and their right to express that. 

Did you ever feel that because The Avengers 
were thought of as a political band that people 
sought out answers like that from you? That by 
occupying a leadership position, you by default 
had solutions to offer? 

We were really only around for a couple of 
years, so it really never came to that. Not 
everything we did was political, either. 
There were songs we wrote that had social 
commentary embedded in them, but they 
weren’t overtly political. They dealt with 
sexism, religion, and other more subtle 
aspects of the world. \ We had these friends 
called The Dils, and their manager Peter 
Urban started this group called New Youth. 
They had this little meeting space, and they 
were going to be this radical commie punk 
brigade. One of the first things they did 
was they picketed a show of ours at the 


Punk’s something that I wanted to be 
involved in, but that want started to 
evaporate around 1980 when hardcore 
started. That wasn’t why I got into punk. 
That wasn’t what I was interested in. 



Mabuhay Gardens because it was l8 and 
over and we were charging four dollars 
instead of three. 

That sounds just like it is today! 

Yeah, totally. I remember thinking "Wow, it’s 
really nice to see how you guys have gotten 
together to express your opinions, but find a 
real target. Go throw a pie at the governor!” 

It just seemed like infighting to me, not real 
political expression. That’s a big problem 
when people try to form these alliances with 
political groups from within punk. It’s really 
hard to have a common goal, There are, 
however, exceptions that I’m really proud of, 
•such as Gilman Street. It has worthy and yet 
modest goals. They’re not trying to change 
the world, but rather just change the world 
for themselves. To have a place to play; to 
have a place to meet; to provide a space for 
their own community. I think those are really 
good objectives, despite how difficult it is to 
form and run co-ops. 

Gilman and co-ops like it are a perpetually 
endangered species. Even on the independent 
level, the music business is constructed in such 
a way that it can’t tolerate those kinds of organi- 
zations because they’re not for profit. 

Bands are kind of weird too, because 
they’re kind of like a cross between co-ops 
and families. I was thinking about punk 
today because there was this little blurb 
about our upcoming reunion show in the 
SF Bay Guardian. GBH is playing the same 
night in a different venue. The reviewer 
included our blurbs together and said, 
"Here’s a band that’s been sticking to their 
punk roots for their whole career. But if 
you feel swayed to see The Scavengers [the 
recent Avengers "reunion” featuring 
Huston and Greg Ingraham from the 
Avengers, Joel Reader from the Mr T 
Experience and Danny Panic from The 
Groovy Ghoulies], you have to wonder why 
Penelope Houston, the Queen of Neo- 
Folk, is bothering to do this after having 
made some snide remark about punk rock 
in BAM Magazine once.” 

That’s ridiculous! GBH was one of the first of 
the so-called “crossover” punk bands to sign to 
a major label and sound more metal in order to 
make more money. If anyone epitomized their 
willingness to trade in their so-called hardcore 
ideals before the whole Nirvana thing broke, it 
was band* like GBH going on tour with stadium 
acts like Iron Maiden. 
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It kind of irritated me, and made me think 
that one of the things about rock and roll— 
and punk especially— is that if you walk away 
from the political aspect of it, it’s just youth 
culture. Youth culture has always been about 
being in a group, reacting to the world as a 
group and being identifiable as being in 
that group by the way you look, what you 
wear and the way you dress. J Punk’s some- 
* thing that I wanted to be involved in, but 

that want started to evaporate around 1980 
when hardcore started, with bands like Black 
Flag, The Circle Jerks— that kind of hard- 
core where the music is really fast, and 
everybody’s stage-diving to smithereens. 

That wasn’t why I got into punk. That wasn’t 
what I was interested in. I’ve always said that 
punk served a purpose, it gave kids some- 
thing to identify with. Plus, for a lot of 
other people, punk’s been a stepping stone 
into political thought— like for yourself for 
instance — or musical careers. For me, it was 
a part of my life where I was able to be in a 
band and not be judged. But I’ve never felt 
like punk rock saved my soul. I’ve never felt 
the need to be in a group because I was 
brought up to believe that the individual was 
really important, that it’s important to 
retain one’s individuality and find your own 
means of artistic expression. I guess certain 
people find that to be some kind of betray- 
al. ^ That’s one of the things I’ve had to 
respond to from the punk world: A feeling 
that I somehow betrayed it. I also feel like 
you should never have to defend yourself. I 
feel like people have to defend themselves if 
they somehow feel guilty or wrong. I don’t 
have any of those feelings. I can say that 
punk was a part of my life, that I was once a 
part of the punk scene and that I have a lot 
of friends that were in the scene and that I 
was certainly a big supporter of it in the very 
early days. I’ve always been a big supporter 
of each musical scene that I’ve been involved 
in. Punk’s no exception. J Almost all my 
friends are still musicians who make differ- 
» ent kinds of music. Those are the people I 

still hang around with. I’m still a musician, 
and I’m still self employed. I never joined 
t the corporate world. I’m enjoying doing 

The Scavengers performances. I’ve also 
enjoyed working with Billie Joe Armstrong. 
We co-wrote a song together. I went over 
and recorded it with him. Kevin Army pro- 
duced it. That was all great. But revisiting 
the Avengers is basically kind of a side pro- 
ject for pie. 



This group called New Youth picketed a 
show of ours at the Mabuhay Gardens 
because it was 18 and over and we were 
charging four dollars instead of three. 


You have a brand new solo record coming out on 
Reprise, don’t you? Between the Avengers retro- 
spective on Lookout and the solo album, there’s 
suddenly a lot of your work coming out all at „ 
once. Has it been interesting seeing this material 
finally get out there — especially in such a short 
amount of time? 

Yeah, it has. I called up Gilman the other 
day to see if they had anything to say about 
the upcoming Scavengers show, because 
we re playing there as well as at The Great 
American Music Hall. The first time I 
called, I got this message that said "We 
don’t have bands that are racist, we don’t 
have bands that are homophobic, we don’t 
have bands that are sexist.” That was it. The 
next time I called, they said all that, plus 
"We don’t have bands that are on major 
labels.” I just laughed when I heard that, 
because I guess the only reason I’m getting 
to play there is because this record is com- 
ing out on Lookout! Here’s the weird 
thing: Our Great American Music Hall 
show happens to be the same night as the 
Grammys. So anyone that’s going to fly up 
from LA or from anywhere else that’s in 
"the business” won’t come to that show. 
They’re all going to come to the Gilman 
show instead! [laughs] 

You’re in the unique position of being on an indie 
label as a band an on a major label as a solo 
artist. Being in that position, have you noticed 
any plusses or minuses to either situation? 

You know how people say that when you 
sign with a major, you’re selling out to The 
Man. [laughs] That’s not necessarily true. 
Your chances of being ripped off by an 
indie are just as high or higher as they are 
by being ripped off by a major. The differ- 
ence is that when you’re getting ripped off 
by a major, it’s all in writing. When you’re 
getting ripped off by an indie, it’s by that 
guy who told you that he loved your record, 
but he won’t answer your phone calls any- 


more. When an indie label rips you off and 
disappears, that’s it. There’s nothing you 
can do. Major labels don’t disappear. When 
you’re getting fucked by a major, usually 
it’s all out in the open. With indies, often- 
times you just don’t know what’s going to 
happen or when it’s going to happen. Even 
knowing the people at the label doesn’t 
always help. When I decided to go with 
Lookout, I looked at their background. 
They’ve been doing it for so many years, 
and they’ve been doing it successfully. 
They’re not fly-by-night by any means. 
Lookout is incredibly professional. That 
made me feel very secure that I wouldn’t get 
another bad taste in my mouth with an 
Avengers record. 

When I heard that you were going to do the 
compilation with Lookout, I thought it was a 
perfect artistic match, particularly in terms of 
geography and sound. So much of what critics 
tag “the Lookout aesthetic” is as much in debt 
to The Avengers as it is to bands like The 
Buzzcocks and The Ramones, if not more so. 
How did this relationship come about? 

I’m good friends with Joel Reader of the Mr 
T Experience. He’s always had good things to 
say about Lookout. So I went down there and 
had a meeting with Christopher and Molly. 
They’re totally great people. I really enjoy 
dealing with them. They were both very 
excited about the project. The whole office at 
Lookout is really up too — there’s a lot of 
youthful enthusiasm. I’ve seen a lot of labels 
where there’s a lot of folks who are miserable. 
At major labels, everyone’s getting shifted 
around all the time. At a lot of indie labels, 
nobody’s getting paid, and employees get 
treated like shit. Or they’re interns forever. 
One of the great things about Lookout is that 
there’s a lot more communication between 
the label’s owners and the people who work 
there. That’s why Lookout seemed like such a 
goo'd thing to me. Plus, it’s also really close 
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I wanted to do something that would 
make me feel good about The Avengers, 
so I wouldn’t always think of The 
Avengers as this horrendous mistake. 


by, which means I can ride my bike there! 

So how did the record itself come about? 

I came up with the idea to put the record 
together two years ago. For so many years, 
whenever anyone brought up The 
Avengers, it’d make me so mad because we 
had suffered from all kinds of legal entan- 
glements and frustrations. It went on for 
so long that when people would bring up 
The Avengers, my blood would start boil- 
ing. \ Then, our old drummer, Danny 
Furious, who’s living in Sweden right now, 
gave someone an old Avengers cassette, and 
they asked for permission to make a single 
off of it. I asked for a copy of the tape to 
listen to before I gave permission to do so. 
There was a song on it called "Friends,” 
and I didn’t recognize it at all! It was a 
really weird experience because I couldn’t 
remember the piece, but obviously I’d 
written the lyrics and could hear myself 
singing. I wondered how many songs like 
that were out there, so I started doing some 
research. I went on the Internet, and 
found all these tape traders. I asked them 
to send me recordings of live Avengers 
shows. My idea was to put out all this mate- 
rial that had never been released and to 
put out some live performances because 
every official Avengers record was out of 
print. I wanted there to be something 
available because there’s still a lot of inter- 
est. I also wanted to do something that 
would make me feel good about The 
Avengers, so I wouldn’t always think of The 
Avengers as this horrendous mistake. Not 
that the band was a mistake, but the whole 
recording and label thing seemed like it 
was right from the very start. I wanted to 
get past that, and get back to the good part 
of the experience. 

So then why are you on Reprise as a solo artist? 

Actually, I’m not signed to Reprise, I’m 
signed to WEA Germany for the world. They 


license my records to Reprise in the US. 

That deal came about because I was touring a 
lot in Germany, and having a lot of success 
over there. WF1A Germany came in and said, 
"We’d like to sign you for the world.” I guess 
that’s one way to get signed to an American 
label: To sign to a major label somewhere 
else and then let them give you to their global 
affiliates, [laughs] I was "given” to Reprise. ^ 
At exactly the same time that I signed with 
WEA Germany, Howie Klein became 
President of Reprise. Howie was somebody 
who I knew from the old days in SF. 

I remember his old punk shows on KUSF. He 
also started 415 Records, which if I remember 
correctly put out a lot of early San Francisco 
New Wave bands like Wire Train and Romeo 
Void. There are various little snapshots of him 
hanging out at places like The Mabuhay, chat- 
ting bands up in Search and Destroy and Punk 
San Francisco. 

Exactly. Howie is somebody whom I’ve 
known a little bit over the years, but mostly 
when I lived back in San Francisco. When 
WEA came to Reprise to see if they were 
interested in me, I went down to Burbank, 
met with them and hung out at the Reprise 
office and discovered that for a major, 
Reprise is more of an artist-driven label. 
They don’t sign a lot of people. They like to 
keep artists for a period of time and develop 
their careers, especially musicians whom they 
already know are career artists, like Lou Reed 
and Joni Mitchell, artists with a bit of history 
behind them. It’s also really great having 
Howie there because he’ll pick up the phone 
when I call. I’ve really benefited from that 
situation. 

It’s interesting to talk about your experiences 
working in Germany, because the second scene 
that you’ve been heavily associated with, the 
Bay Area “Neo-Folk” scene of the late ‘80s, 
which centered around your former American 
label, Heyday, had its biggest commercial suc- 
cesses in Germany instead of in the US. 


I know exactly what you mean. There was 
this article in a magazine called Spex, which 
is kind of like a German version of Option. 
There was this big cover story on the "San 
Francisco Neo-Folk” scene, featuring me, 
The Bedlam Rovers and Sonya. After that 
story in all the interviews I did in Germany, 
people would ask me to tell them about the 
San Francisco Neo-Folk scene. I would tell 
them that its not like we had a clubhouse or 
were card-carrying Neo-Folkies. It was like, 
"You guys made this up! You wrote the 
article!” It made me feel like I was perpetu- 
ating this myth. 

Heyday really tried to make it one, though. But 
once it started, Heyday changed ownership, and 
the myth started to fizzle. Personally I thought it 
was all bullshit, but that’s the record business. 

Yeah, but what was interesting about the 
hype was the ripple effect it had. I think that 
was what was important about it. All of the 
sudden you had big bands doing 
"Unplugged” acoustic sets at local venues 
like Slims and on MTV. For me, given the 
cyclical nature of pop culture, what all that 
Neo-Folk stuff meant was really that song 
writing was becoming important again, 
more so than sound or image. Now its come 
full circle again, with electronica being the 
rage, and all these girl and boy bands domi- 
nating the British charts, like The Spice 
Girls. I think that pop culture always goes 
through this cycle where songwriting is the 
thing then it swings back to being just a 
sound and a look. \ I mean, there’s defi- 
nitely a resurgence of song-writing based 
music going on this country right now, 
especially with the so-called "Elephant Six” 
scene bands, such as Neutral Milk Hotel and 
Olivia Tremor Control. When I hear 
groups like that, I hear people doing their 
own thing; people who don’t care about 
what the Radioheads or The Verves of the 
world are doing. They’re just doing what 
they do, putting out albums, doing their 
own work in their own worlds. I’ve always 
respected that. To me, that’s really exciting. 

I know it can get frustrating when you’re 
not getting any recognition, because it can 
feel like you’re spinning your own wheels. 
But people who continue to follow their 
own muse are the people whom I really 
respect. Those are the kind of people I want 
to be lumped in with. ® 
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WITH THE VENUE 

STALAG13 


1. How long has your venue been doing shows? 

We just had our four-year anniversary on February 20 th (many thanks to Code 
13 for driving 20 hours just to play it!). The consistency of being a regular 
"venue"/warehouse has been going on for two and a half years. 

2. How often do you have shows? 

Approximately two per week but sometimes more, especially in the summer. 

3. What would cause you to quit? 

Nothing would really cause us to quit, outside of getting shut down by the 
cops or evicted. 

4. Where is your venue? 

West Philadelphia — where the Fresh Prince is from. 

5. How do you decide which bands play at your venue? 

If we know a band (friends or mutual friends) or we just like the band, we try 
to set up a show. Otherwise, we ask for demos and lyric sheets. And of course 
we appreciate nice people with a good sense of humor. 

6. What’s the most rewarding part of putting on shows? 

Obviously, we love to be able to see all these great bands, but more important- 
ly, we have made so many great friends— both bands and also people who 
come to shows. 

7. What’s the hardest part? 

One of the hardest things to deal with is the occasional fight. Another problem 
is people disrespecting the space (i.e. vandalism). Something else that always 
bothers us is our inability to keep up with all the requests for shows and the 
guilt from not being able to help out all the bands (we get so many demos and 
phone calls!). 

8. What’s the weirdest thing that ever happened at a show? 

Lots of crazy things happen: people stripping naked during shows; reports of 
people trying to prostitute themselves in the bathroom; bands from California 
playing ‘80s rock cover tunes wearing gorilla suits (they jumped on the bill at 
the last minute, then disappeared after the show). Also, we have developed 
strange relationships with neighborhood locals such as Otis the Superman 
Rapper and Grandma Dynamite. 

9. What was your favorite show at your venue? 

There were many memorable shows. 1997 = Spazz, Brutal Truth, Black Army 
Jacket, Four Hundred Years, Atom and His Package and His Hero is Gone. 
1998 = Los Crudos, Drop Dead, Kill the Man Who Questions and Murdock. 

10. How many people help do shows and who are they? 

About two and a half years ago we started trying to coordinate with others in 
the city who did shows and ended up forming a loose “collective" of friends 
with existing groups like the Cabbage Collective, Sean Ardmore from the band 


Zed and Mikey of Goatboy records. There are a whole bunch of others who do 
an occasional show or benefit and many, many others who help us work the 
door and the PA during a show and clean up afterwards. 

11. How do you publicize your shows? 

Mostly flyers at shows and record stores or word of mouth. But we also have 
an e-mail list and web p£ge of upcoming shows. 

12. State your purpose. 

To provide people with something to do, provide a regular stop for touring 
bands and preserve the intimacy between the bands and the audience. 

13. What’s the antithesis of your venue? 

An antithesis would be a club with a non-DIY feel to it — high door prices, rude 
bouncers and bands that are only playing shows for money. 

14. How do you stay in business? 

We take in money from most shows to pay rent, contribute to bills and buy 
stuff we need for the space. We only take money from shows that go well. We 
sometimes lose money on a show so we can pay bands. 

15. If you could make a living by putting on shows, would you? 

We make some money doing shows but not really enough to live off of, so of 
course we have other sources of income. 

16. What is “selling out”? 

Selling out in terms of the venue would be booking bands solely on the basis 
of their draw and the potential money to be made from them, ignoring the pol- 
itics and friendships that got us into this in the first place. 

17. Why is your venue called what it’s called? 

It was named after the prison camp in the “critically acclaimed" series 
Hogan’s Heroes. 

18. What makes for a good show? 

A good turnout of people, the bands are rockin’, the kids have a lot of fun. And 
most importantly, someone gets naked. 

19. If you could have four-band bill with any bands that ever existed, who 
would they be, and in what order? 

Minor Threat, Conflict, Negative Approach, Rorshach 

20. How can people get in touch with you? 

Call Tony at: (215) 382-3037 or Andrew at (215) 474-4532. There’s a pager 
with voicemail at (215) 415-4112. E-mail at: xstalagx@aol.com or 
Tpointless@aol.com. Send tapes or other mail to Tony Pointless, 3858 
Lancaster Ave., Philadelphia, PA 19104 or to Mike and Andrew, 5023 Cedar 
Ave., Philadelphia, PA 19143. 


PUNK PLANET 67 




til DEATHiwmmBmtm 

CD $12.00 

MRR says this one 
sounds too good to 

be a punk record. r*?^U 

Recorded at home HB 
with an old broken |B ^_ 
down mixer ... that's ^ 

quite a compliment H '*"* r M 

1 3 great new songs B;- > : B 

signal the resurrec •*--* 

tion of one of America's best punk bands. 

TIMES |fo7"t^Wv^ 

SQUARE 

LEARN IT - CD ' .t^E«U 

$7.50 *1.. 3 ctM I 

Here's the CD that 
says 'Tuck You" to all J|. 
the whiny feminists 
out there. Fronted by 

TWO-TIME WORLD >1» 

CHAMPION BOXER- . . :....- ™ !1 ™ nn 

Jill Matthews - this CD pulls no punches. Pare 
Punk Rock reminiscent of THE AVENGERS, and 
early BLONDIE. Also features former DEVIL DOG, 
Dave Ari; and Bobby 

Steele. lfTr^\P!P5^^8i!l 


DAWN OF 
THE 
UNDEAD 
CD $14.00 
CASS $10.00 

The Best of 
THE DNDEAD 
22 songs 


T-SHIRT $10.00 
Specify Sm / Md / Lg / XI 

send check or money order 

NO CASH 

RATES: $4.00 for the first two items 
$.75 each additional item 
Two 7" 45 f s~ 1 item 
U,$. orders only 
For larger orders - write, or Email 
UNDEAD@JUNO.COM for rates 

For better service: send orders to 
POST MORTEM - MAILORDER 
P.O. BOX 358 dept. B 
New Milford, NJ 07646 


BOBBY STEELE 
Recorded during a 
marathon , 16 hour 
session; Bobby, Eddie, and a friend quickly wrote 
this sang and recorded it, along with WHEN THE 
EVENING COMES. Also features a live version of 
RIOT IN TOMPKINS SQCfARE, recorded at CBC^s; and 
MEN IN BLACK. 
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smallman records 

distributed in the USA by Choke • Lumberjack • Bottleneck • No Idea 
in Canada by F.A.B. • Scratch* Sourtooth • 1000 Leafs 


All CDs $12CDN*$10US PPD 
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All-American Psycho 10" EP 

Fast, hard and explosive. 
The Furies shoot to kill 
with eight frenzied 
attacks of combustible 
insanity. 

10" EP-$7ppd. US/$9ppd. other 


Deep Thrust LP/CD 

Feedback, distortion and 
thoat-thrashing scream- 
ing collide in ten spasms 
of sonic mayhem. 

LP-$8ppd. US/SI Oppd. other 
CD-$10ppd. US/SI 2ppd. other 


write for 
a FREE 
catalog 


Flying gomb 


records 

R0. Box 971038, 
Ypsilanti, Ml 48197 
claydon@wccnet.org 


Distributed bv Revolver, Get Hip & Subterannean 







The most 
| dangerous band 

in Amorino o 


in America s 
studio 

release j| fiyj 
in three lUliil 
years. 

Out now on CD and LP 




mailorder: CD-$10,LP-$8 
Out soon new records 
from Anti-Flag, 
Lunachicks, Down 8y 
Low, Plan A Project, The 
Pinkerton Thugs, 
Parasites and more 


it Station New York, NY 10012 ph: (212) 253-2906 www.GokartRecords.tom 


If you buy one 
Boris The 
Sprinkler record 
this week, make it 
this one!!! 
on CD and LP 

Go-kart Records P0 Box 20 Prince Stre 


Anti-Flag does not mean Anti-American. Anti-Fl^g means anti-war. Anti-Flag means unity. 

In stores April 39 on CD and LP i Tl 

mail order: CE-$I0, LP-$8 

go-kart Records P0 Box 20 Prince Street Station NY NY 10012 info@gokartrecords.com ftlSCOBBS 


'•By subsidizing non-profit organizations 
while spreading social awareness, 
SubCity aims to have an impact that 
goes beyond music." 


£SUB CITYCf 


Sub City Records PO Box 7495 Van Nuys, CA 91409 


Upcoming Releases 

April 27 th, 1999 

Fifteen "Lucky" scoo2-ip/cd/cs 

To Be Announced 

SubCity Sampler/Aadiozine SCOOl-cd. only 



Sill 


RECORDS 


K r 
N V 


NY 


\ 


rK : V 


- .W\ 


N 1 


V 


Available Now: 

The Double - A Something Network EP 
81 Mulberry - Hold On Tightly 2x7" 

New States EP 
Trevor and Daniel 7" 
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Also Available: 

The Double - Splice Edit Frame 7" 
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7"/S3.50 
2x7"/S5.00 
CDEP/S6.00 
All prices postage paid 
Add S2 outside US 


f 




order direct or through Bottlenekk and Choke 
send cash, m.o., and checks payable to Evan Stark 


4 Vetter Court • N. Brunswick, NJ 08902 
www.specrecords.com • specrecords@specrecords.com 



ALthe Price of the Union 

The Mechanics of Wind cdep 


the hal al Shedad Textures of Tomorrow and s/t LP/CD 
1 0Owattclock Capricorn vs. Cancer 1 2" EP 
the hal al Shedad Running & Falling 7" 

Action Patrol Up & Running 7” 

Carbomb Young Hearattack 7” 

Tune in Tokyo Heat Resistant 7" (highwater) 

Carbomb Total Eclipse CD (young hearattack) 


7"$3 12"EP$6 LP$7 CDEP$8 CD$9 
Postpaid US World +$2. Money orders to M. Owens 
www.thebuddysystem.com 


Buddy System Records 302 Bedford Ave. Box 284 Brooklyn, NY 1 1 21 1 



New material out now: STRIP" 
SEARCHED FOR SPEEDING -THt 
Devil is A WO/VvAiv itv mm TWITS 

VMvtbi 45 min cassette -Weird 
noise/improv duo. Not orthodox punk rock, 
but if you like weird and original material, 
check this out only $3 ppd cash or MO 
made out to Clayton Whitt 
Bfg is looking to put out a cassette comp of 
grindcore/hardcore/ noise/weird bands and 
projects so please send us your submissions 
on cassette. 

Bombs for god Records 
PO Box 792 
Middletown, CA 95461 
E-mail for info at 
Bombsforgod@hotmail.com 

Visit us at www.jps.net/mattl/ 




ROCKY VOTOLATO 

LONG PLAY COMPACT DISC 



MIDVALE CD 

five and six (tie) 


WAXWING 7" 


JOUGH DAWN BAKER/VADE SPLIT 12" STATE ROUTE 522 T 
r=$3.50 12"=$4 CD=$8 

CHOKE. INITIAL. EBULLITION. NO IDEA. REVELATION. LUMBERJACK 


m 

mm/j 


16128 NE 145 ST WOODINVILLE. WA 98072 


m 


LIVING SILENT CD COMP gSjBS l 

FEATURING: MIDVALE. SHARKS KEEP MOVING. I- 
WAXWING. SURFACE. INDECISION. MILHOUSE. 

AND MORE feSrSE 

SURFACE “SEVEN TIMES OVER FOLD" 10 SONG CD 
$8 USA $10 CANADA $11 WORLD 


PO BOX 1500 THOUSAND OAKS. CA 913 




CD $12 / IMPORT LP $10 / Double 7' & COMIC or CD & FRISBEE $8 / CDEP $9 / IMPORT 7* $6 
Prices postpaid in U.S.A. Canada add $1 / Airmail add 50% / surface add $2 
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Also NEW on the > h 
RHINESTONE "<J 
Records imprint: 

QUINTRON 

■THESE HANDS OF MINE* 
LP/CD 

FLOSSIE & THE UNCORNS 

“L.M.N.O.P" CD ONLY 


SIDES 7-10 

MOUNT SHASTA / 
DENISON KIMBALL 
TRIO / ZEEK SHECK 
/ KILLDOZER 
2x7” & COMICBOOK 
The 3rd in our AC/DC 
tribute series. 


SKiN GRAFT ENTERTAINMENT 


P.O. Box 257546 Chicago IL 60625 


Q 0 


SKiN 


GRAFT 


COLOSSAMITE 

Economy Of Motion 
CD / Import LP 

Put Black Flag, The 
Minutemen, and Last 
Exit in a blender, serve 
over ice. 

Former members of 
DAZZLING KILLMEN 
and ICEBURN. 


YOU 

FANTASTICI 

Homesickness CD 

The post-Y2K 
soundtrack has arrived. 

Also out: 

Riddler CDEP 
Pals CDEP 


ALSO FROM 
CO LOSS AMITE: 

A) All Lingo’s Clamor 

CDEP 

B) Frisbee CDsingle & 

Frisbee set 

C) Gusts Of Lead split w/ 

WHITE TORNADO 
Import 7" single 


ZEEK 

SHECK 

Remix Import LP 

Miss Zeek Sheck is 
calling. New songs, 
radical remixes 
and poster! 

Pick it up. 

Also out there: 

Good Luck Suckers CD 






n Big Trouble in 
River City A 

twenty-one 
band comp of 
rock bands 
from Boise, ID 
to benefit a 
homeless 
charity here. Features Summerjack, 
Geyser, Rank Review, The Yukon and 
You, Pajama Party In a Haunted Hive, 
Grant Avenue, 25 Wheeler, Chris Bock, 
Bonefish Sam, D.O.L.L., the Gordie 
Howe Trio Unit, and many others. Luh- 
ver-lee! CD$7 ppd. 


The Yukon and You / 
Pajama Party in a a 
Haunted Hive Split 

CD Two bands, 
twenty-nine songs, 
and seventy minutes 
of pure indie-rock love! "The two 
separate albums... are wondrous 
events on their own, and a blissful 
initiation as a pair."--Antfarm Zine. 
CD$4.55ppd. 

Coming In Second Records 

1807 Division Ave. Boise, ID 83706 
www.geocities.com/~cominginsecond 



PPESS YOOP OWN 
CD'S 

includes insert, backcover & graphic on disk 
All orders come shrink wrapped. 

S5 a Cl): Minimum 10 per order 

Send CD. DAI . or whatever to: 

World on Fire Publications 
. 4440 S. Maryland Parkway 

Suite 208 Box A230 
Las Vegas. NV 801 10 

o 

Call For more information 
(702 ) 227-0341 


your^^V 

. adversary 


x-yum yum tree, x-halfman, and the 
sweetest thing outta baltimore bust 
some radness in an all new way 



4 song seven inch record 



$3.00 postage paid to: 
vital music po box 210 
nycny 10276. call J.K. 
for shows and summer 
tour (718)599-8886 
apaterson @ learntech.com 


Ne'll trade our green For yours 





Green Green Grass of Rock'N'Roll 


a kick ass new 7" by The let's Go's on green green vinyl! 
$4 US/$5 World send cash/check/money order to: 
Grlnda Records, Inc. P.0. Vox 507 Southeastern PA. 19399 USA 
http://www.grlnda.com e-mall: grlnda@grlnda.com 
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^^taffers at the 924 Gilman Street Project, Berkeley’s punk mecca, 
sent out the SOS signal late last year. City officials were threatening to 
revoke the club’s use permits due to a neighboring high-tech firm’s 
complaints about petty vandalism. 924 Gilman’s fate— finding itself 
caught in the crosshairs of city paper-pushers and businesses — is 
emblematic of a wider war for territory tearing apart the San 
Francisco Bay Area. 

During 924 Gilman’s 12 year existence, the space has hosted nearly 
every important underground punk band — from Fugazi to Born Against 
to Bikini Kill to Neurosis to Operation Ivy, just to name a few. Over 
that same time, over 3,000 lesser known bands have also taken the 
stage. The all-ages, volunteer-run, membership-driven performance 
space has been a mainstay of the region’s cultural life since day one. 

In addition to hosting bands and hundreds of their fans, in 
December 1998, the club began playing unwitting host to undercover 
Berkeley cops. On at least two occasions that month, an undercover 
police officer rolled up in an unmarked car and shot video of 924 
Gilman patrons as they congregated on the 
sidewalk outside the beige-brick warehouse 
space. Complaints about graffiti, broken 
bottles, and two chopped-down palm trees 
from a nearby tech biz called DiCon Fiber 
Optics prompted the COINTELPRO- 
style surveillance. DiCon had moved in 
across 8th St. from the club in 1991. 

Also in December, local planning 
department official Wendy Gosin told 
local media the city was considering yank- 
ing Gilman’s permits because of graffiti 
and underage drinking. 

"The city is trying to put a squeeze on 
Gilman because they want to show they 
support business,” explained Chris Sparks, 

Gilman head coordinator for the past two 
years. He feels the city’s approach is dead 
wrong. According to Sparks, the club gets 
scapegoated for any problems occurring in 
the rapidly gentrifying light-industrial 
neighborhood Gilman calls home. DiCon 
has never talked directly with coordinators 
of the club about its problems, instead 
running straight to the city. 

The club promptly paints over any graffiti that sprouts up in 
it’s vicinity, whether it’s related to the club or not. Gilman volun- 
teers also spend time before and after every show picking up any 
trash and bottles that may have been left behind. "Gilman just 
wants to be good neighbors,” explains Sparks. The club has long 
made an effort to cooperate with its neighbors and the city to deal 
with any problems associated with the space. "We re showing the 
city how committed we are to being responsible to the community,” 
sums up Sparks. 

If, as the city has threatened, the club comes up for a permit 
revocation hearing, it may find itself closed— or worse. The city may 
slap Gilman with new demands — like hiring paid security, barring "ins 
and outs,” or creating an 18-and-over age limit. Sparks would rather 
see the space close for good than put up with such concessions. "We’re 
not going to hire a fucking rent-a-cop, it goes against the whole spirit 


of Gilman,” said Sparks. "The idea is to police yourself and to con- 
trol your own space.” 

Jesse Luscious— frontman for the band the Criminals— has been 
working at Gilman ever since he moved to Berkeley from Philadelphia 
in 1989* He says the climate at the club nowadays in terms of drink- 
ing, fighting, and "fucking shit up” is the calmest he can remember 
since he arrived. Luscious is helping to spearhead Gilman’s fight back 
with a letter writing and petition campaign designed to show the city 
how much support the club has. Luscious and others have collected 
over 7.000 e-mailed signatures on a "Save Gilman” petition with sig- 
natures from as far away as Serbia and Japan. The petitions has been 
turned into the city council, zoning board and mayor — as have 
numerous letters of support from city businesses. 

Ironically the Pyramid Brew Pub, whose move into a warehouse 
across the street from Gilman a few years back prompted worry that 
the club would be shut down, wrote a glowing letter supporting the 
club to the city citing their ability to peacefully coexist. City council 


members like Kriss Worthington have also publicly voiced sympathy 
for the space. 

The counterattack by Gilman seems to be working and Luscious 
is hopeful the club can win this latest bout with the powers that be. A 
positive resolution looks within the clubs reach. Gilman has contacted 
the Berkeley Resolution Service (an oh-so- Berkeley mediation team) 
and hopes they can get DiCon to meet with the club and hash out 
some sort of compromise. 

Wendy Cosin, Deputy Planning Director with Berkeley’s 
Planning and Development Department told Punk Planet, "The city 
has no plans to go to the zoning board to revoke the club’s license. We 
think we’ll be able to work things out with the club.” Cosin was 
unaware if there had been a rise in the severity or number of com- 
plaints about the club. 

DiCon was contacted for this Article but would not discuss the 
situation with Punk Planet. 
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TROUBLE IN BOHEMIA 

While it looks like 924 Gilman may have won this round, it is 
getting harder and harder for Bay Area counterculture institutions 
and to survive. The face of the region is culturally strip-mined. Rent 
control laws, once some of the strongest in the country, have been 
gutted. Artists, the poor, the young, activists and and people of color 
are being displaced as the white-collar cyber yuppies sweep in like a 
plague of locusts. 

In an October 1998 special issue entitled ’’The Economic 
Cleansing of San Francisco,” the San Francisco Bay Guardian report- 
ed some very telling statistics. For instance: the median rent for a 
vacant one bedroom apartment in San Francisco has increased more 
than 56% from $800 to $1,245 i n the past four years. To afford the 
median rent for a vacant one-bedroom apartment, a person making 
$6 a hour and paying the accepted one-third of their income for rent 
would have to work 143 hours a week! The paper cited a survey of SF 
Tenants Union cases showing that for tenants who changed their 
addresses in the past year, nearly half left the city entirely. Between 
1994 and 1996, the gap between rich and poor in San Francisco has 
increased by nearly 40%, the biggest two-year increase in the history 
of the Tenants Union survey. 

"The Bay Area has changed in the last IO years,” said UC 
Berkeley professor Richard Walker, an expert on gentrific^ion. "It 
has gotten richer, bigger, higher land prices, more traffic, with rapid 
changes in employment. In west Berkeley, there has been a lot of 
development in biotech, software and trendy retail gentrifiction like 
the 4tb St. upscale shopping area [a boutique-zone that is rapidly 
slithering toward Gilman].” 

In Berkeley, the average cost of a one-bedroom apartment has 
increased from $600 per month in 1996, to approximately $1,000 
per month today. Neighboring Oakland has seen its rents increase an 
average of IO percent annually in recent years. 

Walker points out that local landlords went to the state legisla- 
ture to bypass liberal Berkeley pols and get municipal rent control 
laws done away with. The lobbying by landlords resulted in a new 
state rent control law that went into effect on January I st of this 
year. Under the new law, it is impossible for cities like Berkeley to 
regulate the prices for vacant apartments. Previously, Berkeley and 
several other California cities, maintained limits on how much 
landlords could jack up rent for vacant apartments. Before the law’s 
passage a Berkley landlord couldn’t evict someone simply to raise 
the rent — a profitable plan when rent control keeps property own- 
ers from substantially increasing rents on occupied units. Thanks 
to the Costa-Hawkings state rent control law, that safeguard is out 
the window. 

YOUTH-PHOBIA ON PARADE 

The assault on Gilman goes hand in hand with the overall 
assault on youth in the Bay Area. "Everybody wants the youth dollar 
but they don’t want the youth behavior,” Walker explains. "We just 
want to police everybody but not admit that there are any human 
problems, we want sanitize our cities and our lives.” Gilman, serv- 
ing tens of thousands of young people each year, is one of the only 
places left that area youth can go to for entertainment and certainly 
one of the only spaces youth have some control over. Its closure 
would create a huge void. 


PROFANE EXISTENCE, R.I.P 


A fter 10 years of producing and distributing in-your-face anarchist 
music and literature and establishing a bit of community for countless 
punks worldwide, Profane Existence has called it quits. The Minneapolis- 
based zi n e/I a be I/d i st ro deserves all the credit it has recieved and more. A 
decade publishing a punk zine is a feat in itself, but becoming the defini- 
tive publication representing the politics, concerns, and the social world 
of anarchist punks is quite another. Add to that running a label that has 
virtually defined “crust punk” since the genres inception and a distro that 
has been a virtual clearing house of anarchist thought and music and the 
legacy of Profane Existence is cemented. 

As a result of PE, Minneapolis has developed an almost fabled sta- 
tus as a crusty-punk Mecca. Every year, dozens of new punk kids have 
come to Minneapolis, attracted by the ideals of PE and wanting to be part 
of the community it iaas created. More importantly, however, are the 
countless other punks inspired by the spirit of PE to stay in their own 
towns and create their own scene. 

Whether in Minneapolis or elsewhere, PE has encoraged individuals 
to make their own decisions and to step away from their lives in main- 
stream society and question things a bit. Thanks to PE, countless people 
have decided to live a life that may have more meaning than the one 
their parents and teachers plotted out for them. I believe that in the last 
ten years, PE has played a role in these type of decisions over and over 
again. It is this kind of influence that may be PE’s longest- lasting contri- 
bution to punk and beyond. 

When I was 16, 1 bought my first copy of Profane Existance zine at a 
show in a small town near my home. On the cover was a picture of George 
Bush with the caption “Self Righteous Bastard!” It shocked me a bit, but 
also struck a chord within me. I hated Bush and all he stood for, but see- 
ing this issue of PE was the first time I had ever seen such an open chal- 
lenge to a political leader I had been instructed to respect under any cir- 
cumstances. It was this kind of blatant questioning — so common in PE — 
that served as an important example in my own personal development. 

When I was 18, I moved to Minneapolis and gathered the nerve to 
stop by the Profane Existence house. They were friendly, and it was good 
to see people with active punk lives — something I had never really experi- 
enced before. I discovered that PE was made up of people like myself, 
except they had made distinct choices about the direction of their lives. 
They were taking a stand and were unafraid to throw themselves into 
something they believed in. What I took away from that experience is the 
feeling that I too could make such life decisions. Serving as this kind of 
positive example is also part of PE’s legacy. 

The fact that the people behind PE are real, and not caricatures of 
drunken chaos zealots — with a beer in one hand and a molotov cocktail in 
the other— may explain a bit about the demise of PE. Having survived ten 
times longer than most similar punk/activist enterprises is an almost 
super-human feat, and is bound to take its toll. Through countless volun- 
teer and structural changes, the collective has continued, but eventually it 
has grown to be too much. Do-It-Yourself punk is a noble pursuit, but the 
realities of trying to run a distro and label of such a magnitude, as well as 
a zine that always drains resources, while functioning within the parame- 
ters of punk rock ethics, is not an easy task. Maintaining low costs makes 
it hard to pay expenses, and the unfortunate unreliability of links in the 
DIY chain (flaky distros, rip-offs, etc.), make it very difficult to pay debts 
and continue to function. 

Seeing the task of managing these conditions grow harder and 
harder, the members of the collective decided to pull out before they 
reached the point where Profane itself became another weak link in the 
chain. With the spirit of cooperation they have always fostered among 
punks, they refuse to place blame or make excuses for financial strains. 
For the Profane Existence collective, the end isn't a time for finger point- 
ing or name calling, it is simply time for a change. 

* —BRYAN ALFT 
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This void is hightened among Bay Area hornless youth, among 
whom Gilman functions as not just a place to see shows but a second 
home and a safe haven. After finding themselves criminalized for exist- 
ing in the one of the tightest rental markets in America, the Bay Area’s 
homeless youth are now watching their hangout hang in the balance. 

The famed tolerance of the Bay Area hasn’t extended to homeless 
youth lately. In the fall of 1998, Berkeley spent $80,000 on a paramili- 
tary police operation aimed primarily at sweeping homeless kids and 
small-time weed dealers off Telegraph Avenue, one of the city’s major 
shopping strips. The operation consisted of stepped-up foot patrols, sur- 
veillance, and the presence of a gargantuan midnight -black "mobile sub- 
station.” When public outcry seemed to have halted the operation after a 
month, local muckrakers discovered that the police department had sim- 
ply continued the program surreptitiously, albeit at a reduced level. 


Rachel McLean, of the Haight Ashbury Youth Outreach Team, a 
group that helps homeless young people get off the streets, remem- 
bers what it was like when she was homeless in the early '90s: "Haight 
St. used to be used clothing stores and old beat up shops. It was a 
place where all the freaks hung out, that’s what it was for and that’s 
why people liked it but now all the stores cater to a more upscale yup- 
pie tourist crowd.” 

McLean feels that the Haight’s gentrification has led to a signifi- 
cant increase in the criminalization of homelessness these days. 

"When I was on the streets we never used to get tickets for sitting on 
the sidewalks or sleeping in the park,” she explains. "Nowadays kids 
get tickets for blocking the sidewalk and trespassing when they sit in 
front of businesses.” When the kids can’t pay off the tickets, the tickets 
become arrest warrants. 



Jennifer Ruel, a youth worker with Berkeley’s Chaplaincy to 
the Homeless, was herself arrested for sitting on the sidewalk on a 
busy retail drag. She reports an increase "in pressure on youth, 
with cops harassing kids where they are sleeping and giving out 
more tickets for things like trespassing and jaywalking.” Since its 
task force began, the city has handed out hundreds of citations and 
made dozens of arrests— mostly for petty offenses. According to 
Ruel, one homeless kid got taken to the county jail because her dog 
had no license. 

Across the Bay in San Francisco’s Haight Ashbury District, the 
situation is similar. In 1997 * fueled by media hype, the city mounted a 
major drive to purge nearby Golden Gate park of homeless encamp- 
ments. The offensive entailed helicopters equipped with searchlights, 
foot patrols, the closure of large chunks of the park, and the decima- 
tion of dozens of trees, since— according to the city — the foliage could 
be used for cover by the hornless. 


"People come here to see the culture and the culture of 
Berkeley and the Haight is youth culture. Ironically it’s that culture 
that’s under attack by the generation that created it in the ’60s,” 
concludes Rachel. 

San Francisco’s Coalition on Homelessness reports that in 
1998 the SFPD issued 1 7 » 5 1 ^ citations for crimes such as sleeping, 
camping and blocking the sidewalk. The current number of people 
living on the streets of San Francisco is a whopping 10,000 to 
12,000 in a city of only 780,000. There are only 3,000 total shel- 
ter beds, many of which are in dirty, crowded and dangerous 
spaces. Over 1,200 of San Francisco’s homeless are currently lan- 
guishing on waiting lists for substance abuse treatment programs. 
The rent for the cheapest 10% of vacant apartments in the city far 
exceeds the incomes of low wage workers, poor families, and dis- 
abled people. All this in an era of supposed economic prosperity 
for America. 
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TOUGH ALL OVER 

Epicenter Records and the Bound Together Anarchist Bookstore 
have also had their problems staying afloat in the ever-gentrifying Bay 
Area. Bound Together, a small Haight Street enterprise, has seen 
their rent skyrocket twelvefold since 1983* Tom Alder of Bound 
Together says the story is lucky because, with no rent control laws for 
small businesses, the rent could have gone even higher. Even with that 
small bit of luck, the economy of the Bay Area is causing many prob- 
lems for Bound Together. Alder reports that "collective members are 
moving out of town because they can’t afford it here anymore and 
owner move in evictions have taken their toll.” 

Kate Short from Epicenter, a DIY record store and meeting 
space, echoes Alder’s sentiment. "People don’t have enough time to 
volunteer at the store because it is getting so expensive to live here so 


Klub Komotion, the Nidus space, House Of Debauchery, the 
Chameleon, the Trocadero and Star Cleaners have closed their 
doors. Most of the aforementioned spaces were of the underground, 
non-commercial variety. 

LOOKING BACK, LOOKING FORWARD 

Martin Sprouse, one of the founding members of the original 
Gilman collective, remembers why the location was picked: "It was a com- 
pletely out of the way light industrial area just factories and warehouses.” 

Kamala Parks, another Gilman founder recalls finding the ware- 
house: "The landlord was cool, it was $2,000 a month, a perfect site 
with no neighbors. There was nothing going on there at night. As 
punks you want to attract as little attention to yourself as possible.” 

Since its first show on December 31, 1986, the club has been all 
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According to 
Sprouse, Gilman’s 
own audience— 
quite often Nazi 
skins begging for a 
beat down or tough 
punks with some- 
thing to prove— 
was its biggest 
threat back in the 
day; now it seems 
to be money. 


everyone has to work more.” Epicenter, which also provides free 
meeting space for groups like Food Not Bombs and Prisoners’ 
Literature Project, currently pays $3*000 a month in rent, up from 
$1,700 in 1990. With so much money going towards rent, the store 
doesn’t make enough money to restock promptly and currently has 
half the inventory it once had. "We’ve had to prostitute ourselves to 
make ends meet by renting out artist studio space in places where 
Blacklist [a volunteer mail-order] and the zine library used to be,” 
explains Kate. The store can’t have shows anymore due to a broken 
water pipe fiasco which resulted in a lawsuit and the computer compa- 
ny upstairs is always whining to the landlord about Epicenter. The 
possibility of a new collectively run book or record store being able to 
open up in the Haight or the Mission today is slim to none. 

Countless other subterranean cultural spaces have been shut 
due to the rent wars. In San Francisco, a gang of venues including 


ages, drug and alcohol free, volunteer and collectively run. No bands 
with major label ties, and no bands with racist, sexist, or homophobic 
lyrics are allowed to play. Violence in the club has never been tolerat- 
ed. "To keep down violence, the idea was you wouldnit let people fuck 
things up if everybody felt like part of the place, part of a community,” 
said Sprouse. Racist skins aren’t allowed in the club and if you start shit 
the crowd, the staff and the volunteer security will stand together to 
kick you out. From the beginning the club took painstaking care to do 
everything legally so the place couldn’t be closed on a technicality. 

According to Sprouse, Gilman’s own audience — quite often Nazi 
skins begging for a beat down or tough punks with something to 
prove — was its biggest threat back in the day; now it seems to be 
money. "Once again, yuppies could ruin something. They have no 
regard for any past culture or past community,” Sprouse told Punk 
Planet. "They just come in and take over. Closing Gilman would show 
total disregard to an amazing idea.” ® 
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llllilili^lThe Honeymoon Is Over 


I t has finally hit me that my body is really mine forever. Nothing 
about it is going to change, except that it will get gradually more 
worn out and infirm as I grow older. Every little bit of damage- 
my two capped teeth, the scar on my right leg, the stretch marks on my 
thighs and chest, the occasional weird bump on my skin-is going to be 
with me for the rest of my life. 

I know this now because at the age of 29, my life has become 
finite. There are no more vast, unknown spaces lurking in my future 
that I can’t possibly understand. Sure, there will be surprises-almost 
certainly ones that I can’t imagine now. But as I approach middle age, 
even those surprises are things I know about. I plan for them. I go to 
therapy to figure out the best way to deal with ugly possibilities and 
horrifying losses. I don’t fear death inordinately, but I know it’s com- 
ing. Everyday, the flimsiness and breakability of my body reminds me 
that I am not an angel, not a vampire— just a human whose destiny is 
sometimes alarmingly biological. 

Nothing makes all this more obvious than the disease I’ve lived 
with ever since I was seventeen. Back then, a doctor referred to it in 
medical slang as "honeymoon cystitis.” 

My first case of cystitis struck when life was anything but finite. I 
had just turned 17 and the future loomed in front of me like a shock- 
ing, alternate dimension. There was no telling what would happen. 
Small things frightened me because I had never personally faced them 
before: what, for instance, would I do if my car broke down? The 
thought of it made me sweat when I drove to school. What if I had to 
go shopping alone? Or make a doctor’s appointment? These were 
things I had seen done, but adults afforded me so little respect 
(indeed, so little attention), that I imagined they would simply ignore 
me if I were to attempt to engage in a transaction that involved money 
or making official appointments. 

Another thing I didn’t know how to do — and which was a far 
more pressing issue in my teenaged estimation — was lose my virginity. 
But after my seventeenth birthday, I managed to master this one adult 
task without anxiety: I convinced someone to have sex with me. 

Shortly thereafter, my friend and I spent a night experimenting with 
different types of condoms. 

Five in one night seemed nearly adequate to us, and I began to 
understand why intercourse could in some instances be almost as 
compelling as what one might do with one’s hands and mouth. The 
future had become slightly less bewildering in one respect at least. I 
had now done "it.” 

And that was when my body rebelled. Just hours after the con- 
dom experiments, a hideous and awful transformation occurred. 
Unbeknownst to me, the friction from having sex had encouraged E. 
coli bacteria (common to the large intestine) to enter my urethra, 
stick to the cellular lining in my bladder, and begin replicating. My 
urinary tract was in the first stages of a massive infection. 

But I was in my body without any of that knowledge — my terri- 
ble, infinite body, whose feelings and possible failures I only barely 
understood. All I knew was that my bladder was burning up, painfully 


skewering the very part of me I had just opened up for the purposes 
of pleasure. I kept feeling like I needed to piss, and yet nothing came 
out. I spent the rest of the night on the toilet, my muscles knotted 
up, too horrified to cry when I began passing blood and spongy 
pieces of sloughed skin. Somewhere, I dimly remembered having 
bladder infections as a child, but they were nothing like this— nothing 
like being alone at four in the morning, parents asleep down the 
hall, experiencing a disease that seemed unsettlingly metaphorical in 
its implications. 

Later that morning, I was pale and exhausted. My parents took 
me to the HMO assigned by my mother’s health insurance plan. 
After a urine test, the doctor asked, "Are you sexually active?” Yes 
I was. "This is what we call honeymoon cystitis,” he continued. 

"It’s a bladder infection or UTI, short for urinary tract infection. 
We’re not sure why this happens to some women and not others, 
but UTIs can be caused by a lot of sexual contact, or sexual contact 
after a long period of abstinence. We’re going to give you some 
antibiotics and pain killers and you should be fine within about 
seven days.” They gave me some kind of penicillin derivative — I 
can’t remember what— and a drug called pyridium that has, in years 
since, come to be one of my closest friends. Although it turns your 
urine a woefully neon shade of orange, it kills all the pain of a UTI 
and at that moment had the happy effect of making me feel some- 
what normal again. 

But I wasn’t normal. The infection wouldn’t go away. In fact, it 
go worse. Week after week, I was at the HMO, getting weirder and 
weirder lab results. Because this HMO assigned its patients to ran- 
dom doctors, I kept seeing new people who would glance over my 
chart and make faces. One, a kind-looking young man, ultimately 
said, "I’ve never seen this kind of infection before except in older 
men with prostate problems. You should probably consult a spe- 
cialist.” It had been nearly eight months, and in that time I’d 
learned how to make doctor’s appointments on my own, memo- 
rized the shortest route to the HMO in my car, and had familiar- 
ized myself with the names and side-effects of half-a-dozen antibi- 
otics. I knew more about my mother’s health insurance coverage 
than she did. 

And I had learned something about myself that I cannot ever 
completely unlearn: sex, no matter how pleasurable, causes disease. 
Even more repulsively, I had found out that the act of intercourse 
rubs bacteria from the intestines all over the vagina and up into the 
urethra. In plain American English, that meant there were far too 
many messy connections between fucking, shitting, and pissing than I 
ever wanted to face. 

I was finally diagnosed with chronic cystitis by a creepy white 
urologist from South Africa who remarked casually to my mother and 
I that my condition was "most common among the darker races.” His 
phrase floated in my mind, perplexing and strange. This was the sci- 
entific opinion of a man I was supposed to trust with my body, a man 
who was about to look between my spread legs and thread a long 
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instrument up my urethra to take pictures of my bladder. In that 
moment, I was so numb that I reduced his words to a series of non- 
sense syllables. Those sounds, I knew, were enormous in their impli- 
cations but I couldn’t absorb them. 

Like a traumatic memory, my time in his examination room is 
stark and fragmented. I was naked. A nurse put some kind of topical 
anaesthetic on the cotton tip of a long swab and plugged up my ure- 
thra with it, to dull the sensations I might feel when the doctor used 
his camera on me. I had to wait ten minutes alone in that room while 
the anaesthetic took effect. 

Staring at the wooden cabinets on the wall (they were walnut, I 
remember), I held perfectly still so that the slim stick poking up between 
my legs would remain in its painful place. "This is not my body. I am not 
here,” I said to myself. I felt powerful as the words became a kind of 
chant, a way to overcome my discomfort and humiliation. 

This is not my body. I am not here. This is not my body. I am 
not here. 

The camera hurt every step of the way. I could feel the doctor 
twirling it into me, needling me, moving it around. A technician had 
pumped water inside my bladder to make the visuals better, and when 
the camera came out it was like I had been uncorked. Water gushed 
out of me, uncontrollably, and into some kind of receptacle they had 
set up. Nobody addressed me directly during the procedure. Nobody 
had told me I was going to suddenly piss all over myself like that. 

When it was over, a nurse noted, "You might see a little blood next 
time you pee.” I was glad for the information. 

The doctor prescribed a sulfa drug for a period of several 
months, noting that I should drink lots of water to reduce the side- 
effects of sulfa, which collects in the kidneys and becomes toxic. After 
the first course of treatement was over, he recommended that I take a 
low dose of sulfa each time I had intercourse. His diagnosis, and cure, 
have circumscribed my experience of intercourse ever since. For sev- 
eral years, I came to view the sex act as something that inevitably cul- 
minated with antibiotics. 

But my body was infinite back then. The treatment always seemed 
distant, a talisman, something happening to a body that wasn’t really 
mine. I think I always imagined that my cystitis would just evaporate 
one day, perhaps at the moment when I was finally in a "mature” rela- 
tionship. I didn’t worry about the effects sulfa drugs would have on 
my kidneys, or what other effects long-term antibiotic treatment 
might have. 

Although many doctors had told me to drink lots of water (8 
glasses a day is recommended for people with my condition), very lit- 
tle coffee, and as much cranberry juice as I could stand (it makes the 
urine acidic and unpleasant for bacteria), I did the opposite. I grew to 
despise the taste of water. Drinking a lot of it made me feel bloated 
and strange. I would go for a whole day drinking nothing but coffee. 
My bladder would burn and I would wake up at night terrified, won- 
dering if I had another infection, hoping fervently that I wouldn’t 
need antibiotics when the student health service was closed. 


How do you explain a disease that haunts your sex life, reminding 
you over and over that the boundary between fucking and defecation 
is an illusion? I became obsessively convinced that my flesh was an 
allegory. My body’s sickness was a story about sexual contamination, a 
decoded cypher that revealed men were hurting me and I was hurting 
myself by wanting them sexually. I yearned to rewrite myself coherent- 
ly, to make my life into some kind of moral (or immoral) justification 
for the presence or absence of infection. 

I became a nymphomaniac, then celibate for a few years; at one 
point, I tried to convert my bisexuality into lesbianism. I imagined that 
new socio-sexual narratives would lead me out of my physical distress. 

At last, I gave up trying to cure myself through literary analysis. 

About two years ago, I realized that my recurring cystitis really is 
chronic. It’s probably not going to go away. To accept this and stay 
healthy, I’ve had to demystify what amounts to nothing more than a 
design flaw in my body. I’m forcing myself, with difficulty, to believe 
that cystitis really is just a biological event, not a punishment. Despite 
its unfortunate associations, my disease does not prove that sex is dirty 
or that my bedmates are infecting me with their sick desires. It does 
not prove that I am somehow erotically abnormal. Thousands of 
women live with my very same condition and their lives have not 
turned into a David Cronenberg movie. 

I’ve investigated ways to reduce my intake of antibiotics. These 
days, I take them as infrequently as possible, relying instead on pre- 
ventative measures like drinking lots of water, taking vitamins, and (to 
put it in medicalese) urinating after intercourse. I’ve learned about 
being a proactive patient, and I tell my doctors to fill out large pre- 
scriptions of low- 

I had learned something 
about myself that I cannot 
ever completely unlearn: sex. 
no matter how pleasurable, 
causes disease. 


dosage macrodantin — 
less toxic than a sulfa 
drug— for me to use 
when I need it. Even 
with prevention, I get 
about three or four 
infections a year, but 
usually I can feel 
them coming on and 
take the antibiotics in 
time to knock them out quickly. 

And yet I can’t entirely forget the moral conservatism that my 
disease mimics. My health insurance is at a "special” (i.e., more pun- 
ishingly expensive) rate due to my chronic infections. Every time I 
drag myself to the bathroom after sex, I have to squelch my urge to 
think: dirty dirty dirty. 

Instead, I have a new chant. It sounds cheesy, but it works: 

This is my body. I am here. ® 


mmimm 


Annalee Newitz is a freelance writer and lecturer. She has published in Feed, The 
Chronicle of Higher Education, The San Francisco Bay Guardian, and the New Fork 
Press. Reach her at tabloid@jps. net 


PUNK PLANET 81 


_ 



Relations and Transitions 

In January of 1998, my father’s second wife of 17 years died trag- 
ically in an auto accident. I had to fly to Montana in order to deal 
with the fallout, as my father was alone and overwhelmed. Being his 
only child, it was my responsibility to help him adjust to his new cir- 
cumstances. But I had a full time job in Chicago and couldn’t remain 
in Missoula forever. After several months of living by himself, my 
father, a man who was used to a traditional, even quaint, marital rela- 
tionship, had become quite lonesome. 

Jack recognized that he needed something to keep himself occupied 
as well as, quite literally, a reason to live. Several months later, while 
surfing the Web, he stumbled across a web site advertising "Russian 
Romance.” That is, opportunities to meet single Russian women, by 
participating in tours to Russia solely designated for that purpose. 

Jack called and described the tour to me: After flying to St. 
Petersburg, members of a tour group would attend several meeting 
events or "socials” well stocked with Russian women eager to meet 
American men. The women attending the socials, the site explained, 
were looking for foreigners to get them out of the particularly difficult 
situations in Russia which have arisen in the wake of the decline of the 
former Soviet Union. The men who participate in such tours are pre- 
sumably interested in finding an acceptable mate. It sounded creepy, yes, 


From Russia 

and we were initially rather dubious that such an excursion could lead to 
any thing significant, but we reasoned that it would, nonetheless, be a 
good idea to go on a trip together to take Dad’s mind off his loss. 

My father and I arrived in St. Petersburg on a beautiful, cloudy day 
on August 27 ^- Russia today is like an old abandoned building. The 
country’s once great aspirations evidence themselves everywhere. There 
are grand monuments to Socialist achievements, vast public squares, and 
major accomplishments of civil engineering. But the effects of poorly 
implemented planning have taken their toll. The international airport is 
a deteriorating relic, home to mothballed Soviet-era helicopters and 
empty, disused Aeroflot passenger jets. A westerner, used to sublimely 
decorated airports, like the one we had just passed through in Helsinki, I 
was surprised to be landing at one with marred and dilapidated terminals. 

St. Petersburg, considered to be more Western than its counter- 
parts, has just barely kept up with the effects of urban decay. Stately 
but worn edifices abound. You might marvel at the architecture of a 
museum or monument, only to be surprised that what appears to be 
tightly mortared granite stones are in reality crumbling plaster over 
brick. In spite of this, there is scaffolding everywhere, evidence that 
workers are at least trying to keep a semblance of the old infrastruc- 
ture together. In contrast to the continuing rot, the subway, the 
lifeblood of any city, is at least as good, if not better, than the one in 
Chicago. At least there is a regular schedule you can count on. 

Jack and I made our way through this crumbling wonder of a city 


82 PUNK PLANET 


to our hotel, the Gastinitza Pribaltiskaya, a mammoth structure built 
in the early '70s by a Finnish company. Finland is just a stone’s throw 
from St. Petersburg, and apparently, the Finns are better skilled at 
constructing a "western-style” hotel than the Russians are. It is an 
amazing structure. Here, perched on the Gulf of Finland amidst con- 
tinuing urban decline and mammoth apartment complexes, the 
Pribaltiskaya looms like a sentinel. It is a great hulking mass of classi- 
cal fascist architecture, heavily barricaded against car bombs, and very 
imposing. Yet inside, the hotel is replete with marble surfaces and 
hanging chandeliers. It was here, in the lavish Pribaltiskaya that the 
socials were to be held. The organizers of the events had rented out 
one of the hotel’s nightclubs to host the parties. 

As you might imagine, the socials were pretty weird. They were held 
for four hours each on three consecutive afternoons. The idea was to 
mingle with guests and try to meet someone who looked interesting. It’s 
all fine and simple enough if you’re at a bar where the agenda is vague and 
the intentions are unknown. Usually, the romantic dance is performed 
with cagey glances and subtle interactions. In this situation however, the 
rules of the game were explicitly laid out in advance and it is rather harder 
be clever, witty, and charming with someone via an interpreter. 

Conversations were inevitably a bit weird. All of the potentially 
romantic posturing was skewed in a strange way. Yet surprisingly, peo- 
ple did seemed to get acquainted. The general consensus among all of 
the attendees of both nationalities was that there was really no more 
effective way of pulling it off. Apparently, one can simply throw a 
bunch of potential mates together and they’ll start trying to make 
connections with one another. Dad and I had decided that we were 
probably going to be a bit put off by such surreal get-togethers, but at 
the very least they’d be a good opportunity to meet real people, rather 
than deal with the fishbowl existence that one usually associates with 
tour groups. We were pleasantly surprised. 


equally distressed. This was the anguish that made bands like the Dead 
Kennedys immediate, vibrant, and engaging to me. Who else could 
have been as frustrated and who else could have expressed it so effec- 
tively on my behalf? 

Years later, when I finally started making my own music, the 
influence definitely remained. It still does. Much of the content of 
my album cover designs is informed by the psychological damage of a 
Cold War childhood. My artwork reflects a mental terrain filled with 
thousands of pop cultural representations of our then-nemeses, the 
evil Ruskies. I equate the idealizing commercialism of hypermarket- 
ing — before the ads got self- reflexive — and the stilted idealism of 
Russian Constructivist art that was so often used to represent how 
"backwards” Soviet Marxism was. And I am not the only one, because 
the same aesthetic influences can still be seen in print and media ads 
everywhere. We are ah still deeply involved in culturally re -digesting 
and re-appropriating the symbolism and imagery of the Cold War. 

Just as I knew the marketing was all puff-pastry, Madison Avenue 
bullshit with its own hidden political agenda, I knew that my under- 
standing of Russia was a similarly filtered and skewed cartoon of the 
real thing. After all, the wall has fallen and the old regimes and mind- 
sets have followed suit. But nearly a decade later, the New World 
Order is still unfolding. And although it, too, is unpalatable in many 
ways, the change has opened some previously unthinkable possibili- 
ties, like looking for female partners in St. Petersburg. Such an 
adventure in an economy of relationships that my father and I had 
immersed ourselves in would have been unthinkable a decade earlier. 

New Economies 

Stepping out of our hotel into the landscape of the new Russia, 
Dad and I were on our way to meet a woman that he had met on the 
last day of the last social. Before leaving for our destination, our taxi 



by Brock Craft 


War and Rebellion 

Part of the surprise was in discovering the identity of the new 
Russia. The landscape is definitely changing, especially for someone 
raised to see the former Soviet Union through the highly selective fil- 
ter of anti-Communist propaganda. I was a child of Reagan-era con- 
servative politics, waged during the last gasps of the Cold War. Its sole 
focus, or so it seemed, was defeating the Russian menace, an evil and 
unknowable demon half a world away. I distinctly remember coming 
to terms with the apocalyptic prospect of inevitable global annihila- 
tion when I was about 12. That indeterminacy profoundly under- 
mined my sense of stability and very effectively set the tone for my 
teenage discomfort and my sense of psychological malaise. 

It was that same angst that informed an emerging punk rock that 
was acutely aware of the peril of the time and, like myself, fundamen- 
tally uncomfortable with the status quo. As I grew up, my sublimated 
angst and continuing disenchantment with mind-numbing ’80s anti- 
Communist rhetoric was released by my identification with a particu- 
lar kind of music and a fashionably disenchanted peer group that was 


driver, Leonid, who spoke passable English, pointed out a small, 
perfectly round hole in the metal facade of the hotel. Between drags 
of his American Marlboros (not the European kind made with for- 
eign tobacco) he explained that the hole was from automatic weapons 
fire during a Mafia hit on a well-to-do Russian businessman a couple 
of years ago. The hotel had stepped up security measures since then, 
but it was a jarring new piece of information to add to my slowly 
forming understanding. This kind of social and financial instability 
is one of the hallmarks of the new Russia. Although you can buy 
almost anything in the street, most people are stretched to the limits 
of their abilities to make ends meet. But with the right amount of 
hard currency anything is possible. I saw late model Mercedes and 
Volvos everywhere. 

These days, the dollar is the ultimate weapon of the post- Cold 
War era. Next to the US, Russia has more circulating dollars than any 
other nation in the world— about 30 billion bucks according to the 
most recent estimate. Unfortunately, most average Russians don’t 
have many. They are stuck with the tumultuous, unstable ruble. 
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Jack and I arrived right in the middle of the dramatic currency 
crisis last August. Within a week, the value of the ruble had declined 
300%. For us, it meant that we had dramatically increased buying 
power during the few days that it took for the prices on the street to 
inflate accordingly. But for the Russians, it was another in a series of 
continuing nightmare spasms as the new Russian economy perilously 
unfolded. Imagine if your meagerly scraped together savings of $IOOO 
was suddenly worth only $333- Now imagine that your monthly 
salary — paid in rubles when it’s actually paid— is only a couple of hun- 
dred a month and you’ll begin to see the crisis. Pensioners receive the 
equivalent of a startlingly paltry $40 dollars or so per month. 

In this climate, it is easy to understand why many single Russian 
women are eager to look for a new, different life abroad. It is easy to 
see the forces that have created this market. And although I asked 
many people— attendees, interpreters, and friends alike— if they felt 
that these circumstances were coercive, or if the attendees were des- 


perate, most people were very pragmatic. They have difficult choices. 
Nobody I spoke to thought it was absurd to come to the socials to at 
least see what other possibilities were available to them. Everyone 
knew what was on the table. The men in our small tour group were 
pretty slim, random pickings anyway. But a few people made connec- 
tions. Among those unlikely few were Lena and Dad. 

East Meets West 

Lena came from a small village on the outskirts of a town called 
Gatchina. She had learned about the socials from a friend and decid- 
ed to apply for an invitation. There is a screening process that the 
tour companies use to decide who will be invited. English skills are 
not required but are preferred. In general, they invite only women 
who have completed at least some college and who are in "good 
health,” though I don’t know how this is ascertained. Of course, say- 
ing someone is "healthy” was probably a circumspect way of making 
sure no one looked "different.” 

This attitude, which has been effectively disguised in the West, is 
less hidden in the former Soviet Union. Russians make no bones 
about discrimination. This is especially true when it comes to matters 
of race. The sole black participant on our tour was told point blank 
that because of traditional Russian racial prejudices, he might have 
more trouble meeting someone. Although this did not prove to be 
true at the socials, I got the impression that his prospects for a lasting 
relationship were grim. 

The whole idea of screening attendees seems dehumanizing and 
foreign. The tour operators don’t seem to be bothered by such 
notions. Moreover, the participants I spoke to were happy to be able 
to come and had not felt in the least odd about having to pass some- 
one’s arbitrary criteria in order to be invited. Their assumption was 
that the men on such tours are looking for an attractive mate, so 
screening makes sense. 

Lena was very straightforward about her intentions. She saw the 
socials as an opportunity to accomplish her objective of finding a man 


who could support and care for herself and her two children. 

Although it was never a topic for discussion among any of the women 
I met, I got the impression that many of them had no illusions about 
the possibility of finding a mate with whom they could build a lasting, 
romantic relationship. It definitely was on the agenda, but difficult 
personal circumstances loomed much larger. 

Lena’s husband had died a couple of years earlier. He was the 
sole income for the family. Lena was forced to move herself and her 
two young girls back into an apartment with her mother. Lena com- 
muted each day to St. Petersburg, where she worked for a Spanish 
company that imported food. But her job didn’t provide enough 
money to support herself and her two girls, II year old Anya, and 9 
year old Inna. 

Despite a twenty-year difference in age, Jack and Lena appeared 
to form a sincerely genuine bond during the remaining five days of 
the tour. Over that time, I saw my father refreshed and invigorated in 
that special kind of way that comes with the 
beginning of a new relationship with someone. 
Lena and Jack made plans to meet as much as 
possible. Although it was impossible to build a 
meaningful relationship in such a short period 
of time, they nonetheless did as much as they 
could to lay the groundwork for building a last- 
ing connection. I didn’t see much of Lena, because I wanted to give 
my father the space he needed to get to know her. Little did I know 
that my opportunity to get better acquainted with her would come. 

After my father and I went home, Jack and Lena remained in 
touch. He started sending her money every month to help ease the 
financial strain she was under. They began calling each other. Like 
everything else in Russia, this was a bit of a logistical hurdle to 
negotiate since there was no phone in her apartment because the 
local telecommunications switching station wasn’t able to add lines 
to her building. 

In spite of everything, Lena and Jack were able to overcome the 
obstacles preventing them from communicating. Flurries of faxes 
were sent back and forth in order to take care of all of the complex 
arrangements required for her immigration to the United States. 

This included required health examinations, and a trip to Moscow in 
order for Lena and her girls to fill out the stacks of special documen- 
tation required for a "fiancee visa.” This unique permit provides a 
ninety-day window during which a Russian must marry a foreigner if 
she wishes to stay outside of the country. 

Over the months, Jack and Lena came to realize that this was 
what they really wanted to do. They didn’t have any illusions that liv- 
ing together might not work out perfectly. They clearly knew that what 
they were doing was unusual. But, as my father reasoned, it was better 
than being alone. And he was very aware how much good he could do 
for Lena and the children. 

Together, Lena and her children are following the steps of a 
long line of immigrants starting new lives in America, which, contra- 
dictory as it is, will still offer them more opportunities than they had 
back in their homeland. But are they necessarily better alternatives 
than what was previously available to them? I think so, because 
despite wartime childhoods like my own, I find myself strangely opti- 
mistic. It’s hard not to feel that way when you have two new siblings— 
Anya and Inna are officially part of my family now. Lena and dad 
were married last week ® 


In this climate, it is easy to understand why many single Russian 

women are eager to look for a new, different life abroad. ^ 
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l^e current case between three ex-Dead Kennedys and their former frontman 
Jello Biafra for control of the band’s catalogue is nasty enough to leave a bad 
taste in even a crusty punk’s mouth. Since last fall, the two camps have waged 
war via press release. Now their battle has entered the courts. Who will legally 
prevail is anybody’s guess. But in the end, only the lawyers will win and the lega- 
cy of one of punk’s most influential and important bands will be forever marred. 
The current lawsuit is somewhat like the legal assault by the Butthole Surfers 
against Touch & Go last year [documented in Punk Planet # 26]. The failing band 
(The Buttholes, who have since been dropped by their major label, Capitol 
Records) used a cheap legal loophole (they had an oral agreement with Touch & 
Go) to regain control of their back catalogue. 

Between that lawsuit and this one, I saw an ugly pattern rearing its des- 
perate head. A pattern in which musicians, facing the end of their careers, turn 
on former business partners and for whatever reason, bite the hand that had 
been instrumental in making them success stories in the first place. 

PREJUDICES AND OPENING SHOTS 

To say that I approached writing this article with an open mind 
would be a lie. When I first heard the news that Jello Biafra was being 
sued by his former bandmates, I was firmly in the Alternative 
Tentacles camp. I liked the label — over the years, I have derived a lot 
of pleasure out of the past and present bands on their roster — but 
more than that, I liked what it stood for. The fact that in an era when 
radical alternatives to the corporate Leviathan are almost entirely dis- 
missed as irrelevant utopian mirages, AT had continued to be more of 
subversive project than a conventional DIY business enterprise. The 
fact that over the last year AT has released spoken word records by 
political heavyweights like Mumia Abu-Jamal, Judi Bari, Noam 
Chomsky and Howard Zinn — knowing full well that these CDs very 
well might end up costing them money— is case in point. 

It also appeared to me that Alternative Tentacles had not 
bought its reputation at the expense of its bands. Unlike many 
small independent labels, for 20 years AT has maintained a reputa- 
tion for always paying its artists well and on time— exactly as it 
should be. Just ask any veteran punk musician whether they’ve had a 
similar experience and they will tell you that this is exceptional; 
either by incompetence or design, most DIY capitalists are no more 
honest or responsible to the artists whom they work with than their 
corporate competition. 

My feelings about the other major defendant in the coming 
court battle are more mixed. One cannot separate Alternative 
Tentacles’ achievements from the guidance offered by its owner, Jello 
Biafra. His contributions to punk rock, both as a label head and as 
an artist, are undeniably significant. During the early '80s, at a time 
when punk began to settle into a dismal display of formula and pos- 
turing, Biafra’s fiery lyrics and free speech activism took on political 
reactionaries, religious fanatics, warmongers and host of other 
despicable scum. 

Biafra paid the price for his contentiousness by facing the 
censors alone, not once but twice: First, when the California 
Attorney General’s Office went after The Dead Kennedys and its 
distributor, Mordam Records, for purportedly issuing pornogra- 
phy to minors during the Frankenchrist obscenity trial; and more 
recently, when Philadelphia’s Fraternal Order of Police sued 
Alternative Tentacles over the artwork of a Crucifucks CD jacket 


which they alleged encouraged violence against police officers. In 
both cases, Alternative Tentacles fought the law and, as always, 
eventually won. 

Despite these achievements, I always liked what Biafra stood 
for more than I liked Biafra himself. Over the years, I have inter- 
viewed the man a number of times and found him an unqualified 
egotist who never stops being a performer long enough for one get 
a glimpse of the real human being within. Similarly, I have not 
seen any evidence that Biafra is interested in any opinions other 
than his own. There is never any possibility of having a real con- 
versation with him. At the very best, you are consigned to the role 
of an audience for a little private presentation of spoken word. 
This isn’t the result of some weird chemistry that Biafra has with 
me alone. Call him* at home and his answering machine dispenses 
with the traditional "I’m not home right now,” message in favor of 
a fairly lengthy recording of ironic agit-prop, during which the 
rebel without a pause rails against the newest oppressive outrage. 
While this may sound informative or even amusing, believe me: 
after you experience the same damn thing a few times, it begins to 
lose its consciousness-raising charm. Still, despite Biafra’s charac- 
ter defects, I remain convinced that he played an incredibly posi- 
tive role in the punk community by having kept a radical critique 
of American politics in the forefront of his work, both as an artist 
and as a label owner. 

When I heard about the conflict with his former bandmates, I 
called Biafra and expressed my qualified support and told him that I 
wanted to write an article about the case. I was amazed at the nature 
of his response. The lawsuit had obviously unsettled Biafra’s judge- 
ment. It wasn’t the unseemly bouts of raging character assassination 
directed against his former bandmates he made which concerned 
me — I expected that. It was that Biafra seemed to take my words of 
encouragement as meaning that we were co-conspirators and that I 
was now at best his publicist and at worst his spy. At one point Biafra 
even called me after one in the morning with a list of questions I 
should ask East Bay Ray. Then, completely losing any ethical 
restraint, Biafra requested that I secretly provide him with copies of 
my taped interviews with the plaintiffs. It was becoming increasingly 
clear to me that as I investigated this case, everyone was going to end 
up smelling like an asshole at the end of a heavy weekend workout at 
the bathhouse. 

EAST BAY RAY: SIZE DOES MATTER 

When I spoke with East Bay Ray, he clearly sounded elated. After 
years of hating Biafra, it finally seemed like he had him by the balls. 
Peppering his account with phrases like "power hungry” and "Slick 
Biafra,” Ray seemed to be particularly galled that his former band- 
mate has done so well for himself in recent years. Ray also couldn’t 
stop himself from mentioning that Biafra owns a house which is worth 
at least as much as the three homes of the other Dead Kennedys com- 
bined — an allegation which he returned to several times. There was a 
sniveling, self-pitying quality to his whole account. 

"It all started long before this,” East Bay Ray says. "The problem 
with Biafra is that he doesn’t like disagreement and I tend to have an 
opinion. When I disagreed with him, I became part of the evil 
empire. I was being harassed in the studio and on the stage in ’84 and 


PUNK PLANET 87 


'85-” Only then does Ray outline the personal history that’s necessary 
to understand the current controversy. 

According to Ray, the Dead Kennedys first formalized their 
business relationship in 1 9 8 1 as a partnership called Decay Music. 
Royalties from the records were to be split equally between singer 
Jello Biafra, guitarist East Bay Ray, bass player Klaus Fluoride and 
drummer DH Peligro. All decisions were to be reached by unani- 
mous consensus. Prior to 1983, the Dead Kennedys released their 
records in the US under the logo of Alternative Tentacles, but they 
made their record first record, 1980s’ Fresh Fruit For Rotting 
Vegetables , for English indie Cherry Red (which still owns the record 
and licenses it to AT). 

The DKs’ next two releases, 1981’s In God We Trust Inc. and 
1982 s Plastic Surgery Disasters, were the results of a production 
and distribution deal with Faulty Products Records. It was only 
when Faulty went belly up in 1983 that Alternative Tentacles was set 
up as a proper label. 

Who originally owned AT is part of what is currently in dispute. 
Ray, who serves as an unofficial spokesmen for the anti-Biafra fac- 
tion within the former Dead Kennedys, claims that he has docu- 
ments that prove that the label was owned by the entire band. Ray 
goes on to claim that ownership was transferred to Biafra in 1986 
for no money. Asked why, Ray says, " I don’t quite understand it 
either. I feel like I was pressured and manipulated. Now I regret 
doing that.” 


this alleged lack of respect that led the soon to be plaintiffs to hire 
attorney Michael Ashburne ("a negotiator not a litigator,” Ray quickly 
explains) in January 1998. 

Ray and Flouride began to go over Alternative Tentacles’ books. 
When they reviewed Flouride ’s solo royalties from AT, they saw that the 
figures were based on 12% of an $11.98 SLRP and realized that the for- 
mer Dead Kennedys were being underpaid. Ray claims they tried to 
negotiate with Biafra in good faith, but again were told they still were 
not owed anything and thus were forced to hire litigator, Attorney 
David M. Given, last October. At that point, AT offered the band a 
$ 75 * OOO settlement. That sum was put into an escrow account pending 
an overall agreement on the future of the Dead Kennedys catalogue. 

According to Given, "They [AT] have used that $ 75 * OOO as a 
carrot to struggling musicians that don’t have much money. They have 
said to them 'We want control of these records for the life of the copy- 
right.’ — the life of the author plus 75 years. 

On October 29* East Bay Ray, DH Peligro and Klaus Flouride 
sued Jello Biafra and Alternative Tentacles for amounts that total in 
excess of $50,000.00 plus interest, punitive damages, legal costs 
and — most importantly — control of the Dead Kennedys catalogue. 

JELLO BIAFRA: WHY I OUGHTA... 

Biafra has nothing but contempt for his former bandmates. His 
position is essentially that his avaricious ex-collaborators are using an 
innocent bookkeeping error as an excuse to make a bold grab for the 


Ray’s sentiment probably isn’t amusing for Biafra or the artists on his label, but they should at least be 


According to Ray, who is the bookkeeper for Decay Music, the 
oral agreement that Decay has with Alternative Tentacles calls for a 
50-50 split of the profits on all Dead Kennedys sales, a claim that 
Biafra contests. Ray argues that although he was unhappy that the label 
failed to continue promoting the Dead Kennedys after their demise, 
he was generally content. 

Ray wasn’t concerned about discrepancies in DKs business prac- 
tices until he learned "sometime in the spring of ’96,” from a source 
that he "can’t remember,” that AT had raised its wholesale CD price 
by a dollar without informing their bands and without this being 
reflected in both the Stated List Retail Price of DKs releases and sub- 
sequently, in bigger royalties statements. 

"I called them and I got no response,” Ray says. "I wrote them a 
fax in the fall '96 and when they responded in February '97, they 
called my request 'greedy.’ The thing that strikes me as funny is that at 
the time, I was just asking for a one dollar increase in the SLRP price 
to match the wholesale price and at the time, unbeknownst to us, AT 
were paying us a dollar less than any other band.” 

Finally, a meeting was called in December of ’97, during which 
Fluoride and Ray met with Biafra, his attorney Richard Stott, then AT 
general manager Kristin Lange and former label manager (as well as cur- 
rent Biafra manager) Greg Werkman. Ray claims that at this meeting he 
was "abused,” called "greedy” and told that the "there was no discrepancy.” 

"This was no way to treat a fellow musician,” Ray asserts. It was 


still extremely profitable Dead Kennedys’ back catalogue. Biafra also 
denies that AT was ever owned by the Dead Kennedys as a whole and 
asserts that he has always been the sole proprietor of the label. "The 
only time those guys showed up at the label, it was to pick up free 
CDs,” he says. 

Biafra also vows, not too suprisingly, that he always negotiated 
in good faith and that Ray is "a bean counter who is obsessed with 
money,” and has dreams of selling their recordings to "some nos- 
talgia label.” 

Biafra maintains that when an agency representing Levi’s 
approached Decay Music about using "Holiday in Cambodia” as part 
of an ad campaign, the bass player wanted to deal (a charge the plain- 
tiffs deny). Biafra says, "Klaus wasn’t interested in this whole dispute 
until I refused to sell out to Levis and then all of sudden our friend- 
ship of twenty years meant nothing to him. Political considerations 
aside, it didn’t occur to him that the obvious hypocrisy of dealing with 
a company which just fired six thousand workers in the US and has 
reopened its plants in China would kill the goose which laid the gold- 
en egg. Right then and there and that would be the last money which 
ex-Dead Kennedy members would ever see.” 

Biafra’s certainly right about one thing: The Dead Kennedys 
are the proverbial goose. Last year, the long-defunct band sold 
83,000 units, which accounted for over 50% of Alternative 
Tentacles’ total sales. These figures are similar to Dead Kennedys’ 
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sales numbers in '95 and '96 as well. The royalties and mechanicals 
alone (there is also income from merchandise and licensing) 
according to Biafra’s attorney Richard Stott, have provided Biafra 
with an income of $75,000 (Biafra made the most because 
mechanicals are based on who wrote the songs), Ray with an income 
of approximately $50,000, Fluoride with $40,000 and Peligro 
with $30,000. 

The fact that his former bandmates are reasonably comfortable 
compared to their aging punk peers only seems to disturb Biafra, who 
says, "They think they should be able to sit on their ass in suburbia 
and collect free money.” But royalties are not free money. And 
Biafra’s cavalier attitude might explain why bookkeeping was such a 
low priority at his label. 

Greg Werkman says that after the December ’97 meeting, it 
was he and not Ray who took the initiative, looked at the books and 
discovered that the Dead Kennedys were being underpaid. 
Werkman also takes partial blame for the original bookkeeping 
error and explains that when he took over as general manager of 
AT in 1989, he was handed an outdated formula for calculating 
the DK royalties and never bothered to re-check it. "When I 
found out they were being paid less than the other bands, I said 
'Let’s rectify this right away.’ That’s when Biafra made his biggest 
mistake.” Werkman says. 

"They [Biafra and his attorney Richard Stott] decided for legal rea- 
sons to find out what Ray was looking for and then used this as some kind 


or promo for the Dead Kennedys, and recording costs have long been 
paid for, it does far better selling old Dead Kennedys records than it 
does with even the most successful new releases. 

But AT is not getting rich off of Dead Kennedys or any of its 
other bands. Current label manager Uli Elser says that the combined 
cost of production, packaging and shipping a CD is $ I - 17 - Aiter roy- 
alties and other expenses, the label is left with approximately $2-42 
out of which they have to pay for overhead, advertising and promo. 
You can see Biafra’s point when he says, "That is where Ray’s delu- 
sional idea that somehow I have all this money that they don’t have is 
obscene.” But Ray still persists. 

When asked about how much he and the band makes on mer- 
chandise, Ray says, "I think that’s private business. But lets put it 
this way: Klaus, DH and my houses combined are worth less than 
Biafra’s.” 

Asked about this, Biafra says, "Ray forgets who wrote the fuck- 
ing songs. By his own admission, if Ray hadn’t met me, he might 
be working at a car wash.” Then, continuing to turn the knife, 
Biafra points to his lucrative spoken word career, and the many 
albums he has recorded since the demise of the band. Comparing 
his output with his former bandmates not-so-high-profile solo 
careers, Biafra adds, "They have had all these years to find other 
ways to make money instead of just sitting around. Ray or Klaus 
might be where Steve Albini is right now if they had applied their 
studio skills in a serious way.” 


consoled by the fact that when the smoke finally clears, they all will most likely have to go out and work for a living. 


of bargaining tool,” Werkman explains. "That was a mistake. No matter 
what they were fighting over, they should have right away said, "We have 
found a discrepancy here. Lets make this good. Just so that they knew that 
from then on they would be paid the same as every other band.” 

Werkman, however, sees nothing wrong in his decision to up 
the wholesale price of AT CDs to $6.50 without informing the 
bands or giving bigger royalties because the extra money went to pay 
for increased overhead and advertising. "The way I ran the label, I 
would have never treated bands unfairly or hidden money,” he says. 
"Alternative Tentacles still pays more generously than any other 
label. Bands are not charged the packaging fee (which can eat up 
25% of royalties) that usually helps pay overhead. We also don’t 
deduct for promotion and advertising, which is standard for both 
indies and majors. The bands make almost $2-00 of that $6.50. 
That is beyond generous.” 

Still, one has to question whether a politically radical, artist-dri- 
ven label shouldn’t have at least informed its bands about the higher 
wholesale price. 

IS CRASH AND BURN A PUNK BUSINESS PLAN? 

Werkman’s arguments don’t hold much water for Ray, who says, 
"They claim that AT has given us a very good living, but I think it is 
the other way around. Decay Music has given AT a very good living.” 
To a certain degree, Ray is right. Since the label does no advertising 


Werkman contends that "Biafra has never made a cent off the 
label.” Attorney Stott claims, "Over the years, Biafra has invested over 
$120,000.00 of his own money in the label.” Still, that doesn’t give 
Biafra a right to not adequately compensate his partners in Decay 
Music, or as Ray points out, "That’s really irrelevant to how Alternative 
Tentacles has been run. It’s a smokescreen and a distraction.” 

Ray is mistaken, however, when he claims he could do better for 
the Dead Kennedys with a label run out of his bedroom. Being part 
of Alternative Tentacles is part of the Dead Kennedys’ mythology 
among the ever-dwindling mohawked hordes. Every time Biafra does 
a spoken word date or releases a CD, the ensuing press has to men- 
tion the Dead Kennedys in its opening sentence. 

But now that the damage is done, and enough mud has been slung 
to turn off even the most evil-smelling squatter, and even if Ray ulti- 
mately does prevail and wrests the Dead Kennedys catalogue from AT s 
grasp, he may be inheriting a corpse. When you mention this, he 
appears to welcome the coming crash and burn of Alternative Tentacles, 
declaring, "You see, we really are punks who don’t care about money. 
Punk was always about destroying myths anyway.” Ray’s sentiment prob- 
ably isn’t amusing for Biafra or the artists on his label, but they should 
at least be consoled by the fact that when the smoke finally clears, they 
all will most likely have to go out and work for a living. ® 

Parts of this article originally appeared in New York Press 
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fiction 


Trying 

by Lori Garcia 

It was a Saturday. 2:41 i n the afternoon. 
It was raining all day. The rain thumping and 
pounding on the glass windows all through- 
out the house. I sat on my bed with my hands 
on my knees staring at the ground. Trying to 
figure out my whole life. Trying to figure out 
the point of living. Finding some sort of logic 
behind it all. But only the word "nothing" 
whispered into my ear. 

I got up from my bed, took the garbage 
out of my room and put in a new garbage bag 
into my trash can. I took the garbage out of 
the house and placed it into the trash bin 
outside and took the trash bin out in front of 
the yard, so the garbage truck could take it 
out the next day. 


I vacuumed the whole house. Made sure 
that every speck of dirt was sucked out of the 
carpets. And I cleaned the coffee table, and 
stacked the magazines in a pile. I put the vac- 
uum cleaner away into the closet. Two jack- 
ets, a red raincoat and a gray trench coat, fell 
to the floor, and I picked them up and hung 
them carefully on their hangers. Hung them 
in the closet like a hangman dangling, and I 
closed the closet door. 

I went into the family room to use the 
computer and checked my e-mail. Got three 
messages. One from Rich to say what's up; 
another from Shawna about the show next 
Saturday; the last one from my horoscope 
saying, "The light will bring out new hori- 


zons for you today." I replied to the messages 
and turned off my computer. 

I entered my bathroom and stared into 
the mirror. Hoping to find some faith into 
my destiny. Trying to search for a better rea- 
son. Bargaining with my soul. But I found 
no answer, I only saw my reflection right 
back at me. I reached into the medicine cabi- 
net. Searching for my object of my affection. 
I finally found what I was looking for. A bot- 
tle filled with Vicadin. 

I walked into the kitchen with no ques- 
tions asked. Rampaging into the refrigerator 
and found a Diet Coke. Closed the refriger- 
ator door behind me. 

I sat on my bed looking at the bottle and 
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at the window constantly. Trying to find a 
different way out. Trying to look for a plead 
or a sign of sympathy. But I lost my sympathy 
when my ex-boyfriend for three years broke it 
off because, and I quote, ' I don t love you 
anymore. I don't know when I stopped loving 
you, but I did. And I don’t want to be tied 
down. I’m sorry." I looked at the window . 
hoping to find a light. Or to find an answer. 
But there was no sun. Only clouds like a 
sheep dog looking over his flock. And the 
only answers that I could find was the bottle. I 
reached for the bottle. Took a handful of 
pills, five I believe, and forced the Vicadin 
into my mouth. I grabbed the Diet Coke and 
gulped the soda down with the pills. 


I turned on my stereo and placed a CD 
into it. Black Fork. I sat on the floor waiting 
for the pills to kick in, just singing along to 
each and every song. 

About the sixth song, the pills started to 
kick in. I grabbed the bottle, had three more 
pills in my hand, and placed them into my 
mouth. I swallowed them down with my Diet 
Coke. I lay on the floor, waiting for my time 
to slip away. 

1 guess five minutes later, my mother 
came home early. I don’t know why, but she 
said that she had a funny feeling— something 
unsettling or incomplete. She entered my 
room and saw me lying on the floor hope- 
lessly unmovable. She screamed in terror, 


and dialed 911. The ambulance came and 
took me to the hospital. The doctors had to 
pump my stomach to get rid of the medica- 
tion that was inside of me. 

If my mother came only five minutes 
later, the doctors said that I would have been 
dead for sure. I would just be desensitized on 
the floor, numb from everything else that 
could touch me. Just wasteful. 

Now I’m coping with my mood swings a 
bit better. I don't get that depressed and long to 
kill myself. It hurts to know that other people 
had to see me in that state. I feel kind of bad 
that I’did this act. But I understand how to deal 
with depression now. But you have to admit, 
you can’t blame me for trying. ® 
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Sacramento's almost legendary 
Secretion’s are back with their first full 
length CD- “Attention Deficit 
Disorderly”, jam packed with over 60 
minutes of punk rock!! They secrete, 
you suck! $8 


Slap Happy Records 
Pob 249, Byron, CA. 94514. 
slaphappyrecords@hotmaif.com 
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v/a- “Being in a band 
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Orders over $10 get free shipping, 
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and filmmakers such as 
W.S. Burroughs, J.G. 
Ballard, John Waters, 
Russ Meyer, David 
Lynch (to name a 
few) discussing phi- 
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their own work & 
still contempo- 
rary social issues. 
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ulous, exhaustive approach to their interviews . . . Every page is 
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the DIY files 


Take Back Your Job! Unionizing your workplace 

By Dave Coker, Industrial Union 640, Delegate # 231 Industrial Workers of the World 


Everybody gotta work in this world. 

Some folks lucky, some folks ain ' t 
— Mojo Nixon 

T he cold, hard and pretty much unavoidable fact is that if you’re 
not already working, you’re going to have to get a job at some 
point. Having to go to work can be an unpleasant experience in 
and of itself without having to worry about some asshole boss trying to 
screw you out of your overtime pay or chain your ass into a burning 
building. So what is the alternative? The alternative is arming yourself 
with an understanding of what a labor union is, how it can benefit you, 
and how to use (or get around) labor laws when necessary. I’ve been a 
member of the Industrial Workers of the World (IWW) for about three 
years now. The IWW not only has a long and proud history of revolu- 
tionary labor struggle but is still active today. The following culled from 
my understanding of revolutionary industrial unionism (read: DIY 
Unionism) as put forth by the IWW. 

What is a Union? 

Only about 12% of the US working population is unionized. Over 
the past 60 years, unions and working people have suffered major roll- 
backs in the gains that were won by struggle in the 1930s. Unions have 
gone from a viable force in the US to one of mystery and misinforma- 
tion. There is a great deal of confusion as to what a union really is. 
Forget Jimmy Hoffa; forget all the mob stories you’ve heard. The real 
deal is that the boss can do whatever she or he wants when there is no 
union in a workplace. Your pay can be cut, you can be fired or unsafe 
working conditions can be a day to day reality for you on the job. 

There are next to no limits to the abuse you can suffer in your work- 
place. It’s really hard to win an argument with someone who can fire 
you. Working people found out a long time ago the hard way that they 
didn’t have any power or protection on the job as individuals. 

What they also found out was that their voice was much more effec- 
tive on the job when they acted together as a group. This is what a union 
is at its very base: an organization of people who work for a boss. This 
organization then uses its collective strength to (i) Stop the boss from 
doing what the workers don't want, like firing employees without just 
cause, awarding jobs or higher wages based on favoritism or discrimina- 
tion, treating workers unfairly and with disrespect, lowering wages or 
lowering safety standards, and (2) Make the boss do what the workers 
want, like paying higher wages, providing health care and paid leisure 
time and treating workers with the respect they deserve. 

The Legal Process of Organizing a Union 

The answer to the question of how to organize at your workplace is 
certainly one that is more extensive that what I can offer here. There are 
different situations that are presented at every corner and turn of every 
organizing campaign. What can be offered here is information on the 
actual legal process by which unions are recognized on the job as well as a 
few tried and true tactics that the IWW has been using for nearly a century. 

Getting to the point at which you will try to gain union recogni- 
tion — when your boss officially recognizes the union and agrees to 


negotiate workplace terms with the union— is the hard part. A majori- 
ty of your fellow workers will have to join the union for it to serve as 
an official bargaining agent. There are no "textbook” organizing 
campaigns. Every workplace offers a different climate and, in turn, 
presents different obstacles. Building solidarity with your fellow 
workers is the key. After that is done there are essentially three ways to 
gain union recognition voluntary recognition, independent recogni- 
tion, or a National Labor Relations Board (NLRB) election. 

Voluntary recognition includes situations where the employer, 
verbally or in writing, accepts the union’s claim to represent a 
majority of employees. 

Another route to be taken is an independent election to be con- 
ducted by another, neutral, third party (one other than a governmen- 
tal body). A swift election resided over by a third party is preferable to 
an NLRB election which can take 30 days or more. 

Faced with the demand of union recognition though, employers 
will usually demand a NLRB election. This allows your boss time to 
try to convince (or coerce) your fellow workers that they don’t want a 
union. Your employer will prefer a NLRB election because it can be a 
drawn out and legalistic process that can be postponed for several 
months. By the time the election comes around, many of your union 
supporters may have been scared out of the union or fired under the 
guise of misconduct on the job. This will be a crucial time for the 
organizing campaign. You and your fellow workers will need to seri- 
ously consider what resources you have at your disposal to push back 
any offenses your boss might make. 

While the NLRB can be a resource, particularly when your boss 
has started firing union supporters, it can also work in your disfavor. 
To simply rely on the NLRB and labor laws (many of which aren’t 
suited to real protection for workers) is a poor route to take. While 
charges of anti-union practices can be filed with the NLRB, it often 
takes years for the board to make a decision. By this time it doesn’t 
really make any difference as the union is probably long since busted 
and supporters have moved on to other jobs. 

A Union Contract 

In theory the union contract, or collective bargaining 
agreement, is put in place to secure the gains that workers have made 
through struggle and sacrifice. In practice it can be quite a different 
thing. The union contract is a double-edged sword. It wasn’t until 
1939 (thirty four years after the IWW was founded) that the IWW even 
used contracts in the sense that we see them today. Up to that point, 
the IWW had always settled problems on the job with direct action. 
While contracts can be used to secure gains, they can also be used to 
bottle the action of a militant rank-and-file. Union contracts as we 
know them today are inevitably riddled with "no-strike” clauses. When 
the right of the workers to stop production is taken away, their best 
and most effective tool is stolen. 

Acting Union at Your Job 

Acting union is the real meat to any organizing campaign and is 
the first step into solidifying a serious union presence. It is important 


to remember that even if the organizing drive at your workplace falls 
through, it doesn’t mean you have to give up hope. You can still act 
union on the job. 

Section j of the National Labor Relations Act states: 

Employees shall have the right to self-organization, to form, join 
or assist labor organizations, to bargain collectively through repre- 
sentatives of their own choosing, and to engage in other concerted 
activities for the purpose of collective bargaining or other mutual 
aid or protection. 

Acting union is realizing that the interests of the workers and the 
bosses don’t always align (in fact most of the time they run in direct 
opposition to one another) and, being a worker, you take the side of 
other workers on your job. You act as a unit to solve workplace prob- 
lems that are created and maintained by your boss. In addition, acting 
union is a good way to show skeptical workers on the job that a union 
is to their best interest. 

For instance, there was a coffee shop that myself and one other 
IWW member worked in a few years ago. It was a small mom ’n’ pop 
type place with a staff of no more than 20 workers. There was no 
"official” union in place, but we organized against workplace obsta- 
cles like we were one — we acted union. The pay was low, we were 
treated disrespectfully by our bosses, and promised pay raises never 
came through. All these grievances came to a head one day as we all 
stood in the kitchen receiving our meager paychecks. We all agreed 
to meet later that evening outside of work to decide on a proper 
plan of action. That night we talked about what we didn’t like and 
how we thought we could change those things. We made a list of our 
grievances and elected one worker to go to the bosses and lay those 
out. That worker made it clear that it wasn’t just one or two employ- 
ees who had a problem, but the entire staff. The following pay day 
those promised raises had been instituted. It was a good feeling to 
know that our collective energy could push through demands and 
have them met. 

Direct Action Gets the Goods 

"/ don ' t know of anything that can be applied that will bring as 
much satisfaction to you, and as much anguish to the boss, as a little 
sabotage in the right place at the right time. ” 

— Bill Haywood, Founding Member of the IWW 

It is also important to remember that while labor laws are in place, 
they may not be enforced in a manner that really protects workers. 
Working people cannot rely on the government and governmental bod- 
ies to aid them in their struggles against the bosses. They are a resource 
to be used in a worker’s favor but they are not their only resource. The 
laws are written — and are being continually re-written — in a manner that 
mainly protects the interests of the bosses. Hie courts and laws are all on 
the terms of the bosses, but when they bring issues back down to the 
workplace, things begin to be put in terms of the workers. 

The simple fact is that working people run this society. It is by 
workers labor that roads are built, dishes are washed, and books are 
printed. As the old IWW tune goes "without our brain and muscle not 


a single wheel can turn.” You could stand in your bosses face all day 
long reciting labor laws that pertain to your situation and still have 
your ass fired. But when the workers start doing things that slow down 
the profits, the bosses sit up and take notice. 

That said, the question of what to do remains. Through the 
years, workers have devised various creative ways of forcing their boss 
to grant demands. These can be work slowdowns, whistle blowing, sit- 
down strikes, sick-ins, dual power, or monkey wrenching. 

A work slowdown is exactly what it sounds like: A method that 
keeps you on the job, but slows down your bosses profit. Railroad 
workers around the turn of the century in Indiana were notified of a 
cut in their wages. Immediately they took their shovels to the black- 
smith shop and had two inches cut off of the scoop. They returned to 
work and told the boss "short pay, short shovels.” 

Whistle blowing is simply telling people the truth about what goes 
on at your job. If you work in a restaurant, for instance, then perhaps 
you could contact your local health inspector about the rat problem 
the company has in the kitchen. 

The sitdown strike has a long, proud history in working class 
struggles. This tactic was employed by IWW theater extras facing a 
50% cut in pay. The 150 extras, dressed as Roman soldiers, waited for 
their cue to carry the Queen out. When the cue was given they all sur- 
rounded the Queen and refused to budge until their pay was not only 
restored, but tripledl 

A sick-in is a way to go on strike without really going on strike. 
The idea is to have a majority, if not all, of the workers call in sick, 
thereby crippling business for the day. This tactic is the traditional 
method used by public employee unions which are legally prevented 
from going on strike. It is swift on-and-off method that will be hard 
for your boss to counter. 

Dual Power is basically ignoring the boss. Workers often have the 
means at their disposal to institute changes on their job — no need to 
wait for the boss to do it. 

Monkey Wrenching is a very broad term. It can be defined as any 
number of tricks or deviltry that reminds the boss how much his or 
her workers are needed— and how much the workers don’t need the 
boss! This could be anything from creative uses of super glue or "los- 
ing” vital workplace items. Perhaps restaurant workers could place a 
bunch of live crickets or mice in the kitchen after hours and then give 
the Board of Health an anonymous tip. The possibilities are endless 
and your creativity is the only limit. Of course, do keep in mind that 
all of these tricks are also illegal. 

These tactics are all tools for a disgrunded work force to use as a means 
to gain respect, higher wages or whatever is lacking on the job. Be creative 
and you and your fellow workers should be able to use these tactics, modify 
them, or devise others to fit your Specific situation. ® 

Email me at: davecoher@usa.net 
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Goin’ into the Studio (Pd 

by Davey G 


L ast issue, I started telling you about what 
you need to do when you’re getting 
ready to go into the studio to record. I 
talked about getting a budget together and dis- 
cussed home recording versus going into a stu- 
dio. This time I’ll touch on tips for finding the 
right person and place to record and things you 
and your band mates can do to make the process 
go as smoothly as nature and science will allow. 

A little history lesson 

All right. You’ve got a budget nailed 
down, you know what you can spend on 
recording, so now you need to find a place to 
record in and a person to record with. That 
used to be a pretty simple task. Before the 
proliferation of "affordable” recording 
equipment, there were far fewer studios and 
far fewer options. If you lived in NY, LA or 
Nashville— the big music cities at the time— 
you could choose from any number of pro 
studios. If you lived in or near another big 
city, you still had half a dozen or so studios 
to go to. If you lived in Lubbock, Texas you 
went 150 miles or so to Clovis, NM and 
recorded with Norman Petty. 

Once you found a studio, you booked time, 
rolled the dice and recorded with one of a 
few staff engineers who may or may not have 
been appropriate for the task at hand. 
However, they would have been professionals 
and most likely have had an electrical engi- 
neering degree, as until the late ’60s and 
early '70s, recording studios and the gear 
used in them had to be designed, built and 
maintained by the same folks who turned the 
knobs and pushed the buttons. 

Because choice was extremely limited, 
one way bands sought to achieve a quality 
recording was to employ a producer who 
would steer the session to a facility that made 
the most sense. That isn’t really necessary and 
there is currently a good deal of debate as to 
what producers actually do. I will not even try 
to get into that right now. If people really want 
to hear an answer to the question "What does 
a record producer really do?” besides "pro- 
vide cocaine and prostitutes,” write me and 
I’ll consult a staff of experts. Basically, that was 
then and this is now — things have changed. 

With the decentralization of recording 
studios, the options and possibilities are 


pretty varied. No more trips to Clovis, unless you really want to 
record at Norman Petty studios— which I do quite a bit actually. A 
whole slew of pricing options exist today (low, medium and high— 
sorta like a microwave), and there is much more choice available in 
"engineers.” While they are called engineers, many people in today’s 
recording industry do not have a degree in engineering. Many very 
capable recordists have no degree whatsoever. My degree is in History 
and Urban Studies. There is not a day that passes however where I do 
not wonder to take geography classes instead of physics classes. Do I 
believe it is essential to have an engineering background to record the 
rock? No. Do I think it is greatly advantageous? Yes. 

Finding a Studio and an Engineer 

OK, enough of my rambling preamble, let’s get down to it: 

With so many options of where to record and who to record with, how 
do you get started? 

First things first, everyone in the band needs to listen to a lot of 
records and think really hard about the ones they like. You should lis- 
ten to them as part of a band and as an individual. Really concentrate 
on sound (how does that snare sound?), mixing (do you get a sense of 
the space the recording took place in? Can you hear the vocals?) and 
the feel (that intangible shit like emotion, comfort or honesty). Take 
notes on what you like and why you like it. You should also scan the 
liner notes to find out where the record was recorded and with whom. 
Write those notes down and do not lose them. Do not trust your 
memory, it will fail you. At the same time, start talking to trusted 
people about their recording experiences. Where did they record? 
With whom? How did it go? Then get together with your band mates 
and compare notes. Talk about it and develop a consensus. 

As you compare notes, my guess is you’ll start to see certain 
facilities and engineers popping up. Guess what? That means you like 
the way certain folks do things in certain places. It’s time to get in 
touch with said folks and said places. The web is good place to look for 
this information, but the phone book is even better. 

It’s important to remember that you aren’t looking for a new 
friend, you are looking for a competent technician who will facilitate 
a recording that represents your creative output. That said, you willhe 
in a confined space with these people for an extended and fairly 
intense period of time, and would prefer not to despise their pres- 
ence or factory awareness. 

I heartily endorse meeting people before recording with them, 
if at all possible, and, likewise, touring the facility you are thinking of 
recording in. It is important to— pardon the '70ism— see what kind of a 
vibe you get. Feel free to ask people questions. It is always better to ask 
a question and get an answer right away rather than find out, after a 
good chunk of time and money disappears, that the answer was not 
what you expected. If you are dealing with a professional, they will field 
your questions in a professional manner and not become defensive. 

Think about how you want to record. Do you all want to be in the 
same physical space? Do you want lo wear headphones? Do you need 
access to your amp whilst rocking? Is eye contact with you band mates 
essential? Keep these questions in mind when you’re touring the facility. 
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You don’t want to find the answer out after you’ve booked the space. 

Also, when looking at facilities bring a couple CD’s that you are 
very familiar with and ask to hear them in the control room. Ask your- 
self if the disc sounds "right.” Why? Because I honestly believe you can 
walk into a control room, pop something on, and immediately hear if 
a monitoring environment is fucked. Studios should sound different 
than your own CD player or car stereo, but what you hear should make 
sense. Trust your ears. Look around, talk to people, think hard about 
your selection. Chew on some numbers. Is a day’s less time worth the 
improved sonic integrity of a more expensive studio? While not all 
expensive studios are more sonically sound, you often get what you pay 
for. Be smart and educate yourself. When you go into an unfamiliar 
facility, or encounter an engineer whose work you’re unfamiliar with, 
ask to hear some samples of stuff they’ve done. Give yourself some 
choices and be brutally honest about what you can and want to achieve 
in the studio. Yes, you can track and mix an LP in a day, but you must 
accept the severe limitations that are placed on you when you make a 
decision like that. There will always be give and take, you must accept 
that. Identify what’s most important to you and stay aware of that. 

That said, do not try and sound like you know what you are talk- 
ing about if you don’t. Do not try and play the mental game of "I know 
more than you.” If you do know more than the person you are inter- 
acting with, chalk up a mark on your mental scoreboard and let it 
inform your final decision. On that same note, do not let the person 
recording you try and debate your creative decisions unless you have 
explicitly asked them to. These boundaries can be and often are 
blurred. I think that engineers too often forget that their primary job 
is to document a band. Conversely, band members can become too 
wrapped up in what is going on in the control room and are thrown 
off their playing. 

Before going too far off subject (is that possible at this point?) 
let me digress: If during the recording process the phrase, "we’ll fix it 
in the mix,” comes up, it is time to bring recording to a temporary 
halt. Nothing can be "fixed in the mix.” If something is fucked or you 
don’t like the sound of something, verbalize your concerns. Do not 
say "Dude, that sucks!” but rather "I’d like to hear some more options 
as far as the drum sounds go before we continue.” It will make the 
engineers cooperation much more likely. Hopefully you will find an 
option that you are happier with. Sometimes you can only do so much 
and will have to live with what you have. 

IT IS ESSENTIAL THAT YOU BE REALISTIC. If you are 

recording in a basement for $IO, do not expect it to sound like it was 
recorded in a well-designed application-specific studio, with a large, open 
live room. It will not. That doesn’t mean it won’t sound cool, it just won’t 
sound like something it isn’t. You often pay for what you get. There are 
real bargains out there but good people, good microphones and good 
facilities require a bit of a premium. It’s up to you to decide if it’s worth it. 

Like the boy scouts, be prepared 

Whether you’re recording in a $IO/hr studio or a $lOOO/hr stu- 
dio, here’^ a quick list of ways you can insure a better recording 

i) Be prepared. Know the songs, write your lyrics. Practice a lot 


before you get in the studio— renting a practice space is cheaper than 
paying for studio time. 

2) Buy a decent fucking tuner and use it. Remember to get one that 
can pickup a bass too. A good one costs maybe 50 bucks — it’s worth it. 

3) Evaluate the condition of your gear. Is your guitar in serious need 
of a tune up? Is your amp making strange noises? Have those drum 
heads been on the kii since the '70s? Don’t ignore equipment prob- 
lems. If you don’t care, cool. Just remember there are no magic but- 
tons in the control room that turn broken into fixed. Also, many stu- 
dios have gear available for use or rental. Inquire. 

4) Bring lyric sheets for you and the engineer. It will greatly facilitate the 
recording of vocals. Plus you get to use a copy machine— they are fun. 

5) Remember those CD’s you listened to earlier? Bring 'em with you, when 
you record. Everyone has different interpretations of the words "tighter” 
and "deeper” and especially "bigger.” If you want something "bigger” play 
the engineer a snippet of your "bigger” and then respect the response. 

6) Make a decision about chemical intake and stick with it. Maybe you 
play better fucked up, but maybe you don’t. Talk about it before you 
get in the studio. If the band can’t come to a consensus, ask some 
folks whom you trust and who’ve seen you play. You just might play 
better before the four shots of tequila and a few lines of carpet adhe- 
sive. Or maybe not. I’ve seen it go down both ways. 

7) Do not decide that right before you go into the studio is a perfect 
time for a life change. Quitting smoking, heroin, anonymous sex, 
chocolate, fast food or whatever are failed New Year’s resolutions and 
should be kept as such. You need to be comfortable. Being in the stu- 
dio will rarely feel familiar or natural, so wait until you’re doing 
something you aren’t paying for to work that shit out. 

8) Bring stuff to read. Being in the studio can be really boring. Do not go 
stir crazy. This is especially important when you mix. You should not 
make decisions prompted by restlessness. They will be ones you regret. 

9) If you really want to record with someone but wind up recording with 
someone else, do not try and make the latter individual morph into the 
former. If you want to record with Bob Weston because you really liked the 
way the drums sounded on the last Shipping News record, book time with 
him at Electrical Audio. Do not try and make someone else be Mr. Weston 
and expect the studio to sound like Steve Albini’s. This is a losing proposi- 
tion. That said, don’t book time, show up at Electrical, and try to make a 
record that sounds like something Liam Watson would do at Toerag. 

10) I suggest tight pants. 

So there you go. I hope some of that nonsense helped a little. 
Hopefully this is the last time you’ll have to hear me prattle on. I want 
to answer your questions about audio! Send them in! ® 

Send your audio questions to Davey G at: 

Punk Planet attn: The Boom Bap PO Box 464 Chicago, IL 60690 
Or e-mail Davey directly at: daveygee@yahoo.com 
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in sickness 



Welcome to my first column! I’ll be 
writing about DIY health tips each issue. I 
thought it would be important to start off 
with bronchitis, since I can’t seem to 
swing a dead cat without hitting someone 
who has it. So, if you or someone you 
know has bronchitis and do not wish to 
spend your hard-earned cash on a quack, 

I mean doctor, then please read the fol- 
lowing. Remember, while I do know a lot 
about alternative cures for what ails ya, I 
am not a doctor or licensed herbalist, so 
please use the following remedies at your 
own risk. 

Bronchitis and You 

Bronchitis is an inflammation of the 
air passageways. To soothe the inflammation, 
your body churns out protective secretions to 
coat the airways. At the same time, the body’s 
mechanism for removing mucus slows down. 
The combination of those two things means 
that when these passages become irritated, 
they become clogged with thick mucus and 
prevent air from flowing freely to and from 
the lungs. 

The body’s natural reflex is to try to 
cough up this mucus to clear the airways. 
There are two different kinds of coughs: 
productive and non-productive. Productive 
coughs produce phlegm and non-productive 
coughs are dry. In the case of bronchitis, 
coughing stuff up is a good thing. 

There are two different types of 
bronchitis: acute and chronic. Acute bron- 
chitis is a short-term type of viral infection, 
usually caused by the common cold, or 
influenza. Chronic bronchitis is long term, 
and is usually caused by cigarette smoke 
(both first and second hand), dust, or air 
pollutants. Both types of bronchitis can be 
treated with the following, although the 
doses and length of time you have to take 
the stuff vary. 

Boosting Your Immune System 

The first thing you need to do is 
strengthen and build up your immune system. 

First, drink lots of water. It is very 
important to stay hydrated. Plus, the water 


and no wealt 


helps move the mucus along. 

Next, take 3,000-10,000 mg of Vitamin C daily in divid- 
ed doses. You can safely take Vitamin G up until you have diar- 
rhea, then cut back by IOOO mg. That’s going to be your own 
personal dosage. 

There are five excellent herbs that you can take to boost 
your immune system: astragalus, echinacea, ginseng, goldenseal 
and garlic. Follow the dosages below for echinacea, ginseng, gold- 
enseal and astragalus, unless stated otherwise. Garlic is also known 
as the "poor man’s penicillin.” Take a fresh bulb, chop it up, and 
spread it on some toast. Eat as much as you can handle — in this 
case, "more is better.” If you are concerned about the odor garlic 
produces, you can purchase odorless garlic tablets— I recommend 
Kyolic brand. I also like to use bee pollen; it strengthens the 
immune system by acting as an anti-viral and antibiotic, plus, it 
gives you a boost of extra energy. 

It’s very important that you pick out quality herbs. It can be 
confusing walking into an herb shop and seeing product after 
product. To make things simpler, look for the terms "organic,” 
"wildcrafted” or, in the case of goldenseal, "cultivated” written on 
the packaging, which will ensure that the herbs are quality and that 
they haven’t been sprayed with pesticides. Depending on your 
preference, you can use tea, capsules, and/or tinctures to ingest 
them. If you buy your herbs pre-packaged, follow the directions 
on the package. 

Use the following guidelines for dosages if you buy herbs in bulk. 

If you’re using tea to treat a chronic problem, drink 3-4 cups 
daily for 3-4 months or longer. To treat an acute problem, drink 1/4 
cup tea every half-hour to hour until symptoms subside. 

For tinctures, use l/2-I tsp. three times daily for a chronic 
problem. For an acute problem use 1/4-I tsp. every half-hour to hour 
until symptoms subside. 

If you are using capsules for a chronic problem, take two "00” 
capsules three times daily. For an acute problem take 1-2 "00” cap- 
sules every 3-4 hours until symptoms subside. Do not do any of these 
remedies if you are pregnant or nursing! 

There is also a great immune support tea that you can make. 
Drink it 3-4 times daily, at the first sign of symptoms and through the 
bout of bronchitis. You’ll need the following ingredients: 

4 parts pau d’arco 
2 parts echinacea 
I part burdock root 

Optional: cinnamon, orange peel, licorice root, for taste (I 
prefer licorice, and it’s also considered to be a sedative expectorant). 

To make: Use 4 “ 6 tbs. of herb mixture per quart water. Add to 
cold water and bring to a simmer over low heat. Keep pot tightly cov- 
ered. Simmer gently for 20 minutes. Remove from heat and let 
infuse 20 minutes. Strain. Drink. 
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The Bronchitis Blues 

by Angel Page 


Getting Relief from Bronchitis 

1) Eucalyptus not only clears your passageways, but is also an 
anti-bacterial agent. It’s great in fighting off bacterial-bronchitis. I 
buy eucalyptus essential oil, put it into a spray bottle, and spray the 
eucalyptus oil onto an old pillowcase before I go to bed. You can 
also put the eucalyptus oil into a humidifier, a bowl next to the 
bedside, or into a boiling pot of water. Warning: Do not take 
internally, one teaspoon can be fatal! You can also make your own 
mentholated vapor balm to rub onto your chest to break up the 
congestion, (it also makes an effective rub for sore muscles 

too). You’ll need: 

1/2 oz. peppermint oil 
l/2 oz eucalyptus oil 
1/2 oz. wintergreen oil 
4 oz. olive oil 
l/2 oz. beeswax 
4 drops benzoin tincture 

To make: heat the olive oil, add the essential oils, then imme- 
diately stir in the beeswax. Test consistency, then pour into jar. Use as 
needed. 

2 ) Slippery elm bark works wonders on a sore throat. I personally 
enjoy "Throat Coat” by Traditional Medicinals. You can also make a 
plaster of it too. 

To make: mix enough water with the slippery elm bark powder, 
then wrap it on your body with a sterile cloth. Use as needed. 

3 ) Onion Poultice. Use in cases of deep lung congestion and 
bronchial inflammation, this poultice brings penetrating relief to that 
annoying itch of the lungs when it hurts too much to cough. 

To make: slice onions thinly, and saute them in a small amount 
of water until transparent. Place the onions into a kitchen-size towel, 
and place over your chest, and immediately cover it with towels to 
retain the heat, (you may put a heating pad on top of the poultice to 
help retain the heat). As soon as it cools, do it again. Do this every 
night before bedtime. 

4 ) Use this super easy cough syrup recipe: Put an organic lemon 
into a quart of cold water and bring to a simmer for about 20 min- 
utes. Remove the lemon, place into a bowl and cut in half. Spoon out 
the lemon, inner rind and all. Then blend with l/2 cup of honey for 
a quick and tasty cough syrup. You can also add I tsp. fresh ginger 
root for greater medicinal value. 

5 ) Spicy foods such as hot red peppers, horseradish, curry 
dishes — anything that makes you reach for the nearest glass of water 
(plus, it’s a chance to get that water in) will help. Your mucous 
membranes respond to spicy foods by secreting a profusion of fire- 
fighting liquids. These liquids can help liquefy thick phlegm, mak- 
ing it easier to cough up. 


6) Elecampane is a great expectorant, and is specific for 
treating irritating bronchial coughs, especially in children. To 
make: pour one cup of cold water onto I tsp. fresh shredded ele- 
campane. Let it stand for IO hours, heat, and sip a cupful three 
times daily. You can also buy this in capsule form; it is much easi- 
er to use. 

7 ) The following herbs are valuable in the treatment of bronchi- 
tis: anise, blood root, catnip, chickweed, fenugreek, grindelia, hore- 
hound, plantain, pleurisy root, red clover, skunk cabbage, thyme, 
wild cherry bark, or wild indigo. Follow dosages mention earlier in - 
the article. 

If your phlegm is foul-tasting and is a cloudy-greenish color, 
and has been appearing for more than a week, you may have bacterial 
bronchitis. If bacteria is the cause of acute bronchitis, treatment with 
antibiotics may be necessary to cure the infection and to prevent 
pneumonia from developing. 

If you don’t have health insurance, or just don’t want to sup- 
port the medical establishment, you can treat yourself with fish 
antibiotics. It sounds a little weird, I know, but it really does work. 

You can use any brand of fish antibiotics as long as it contains ery- 
thromycin. Look on the back of the packaging for the ingredients, it 
must say erythromycin. Other antibiotics won’t work. 

For an adult, take between 400-500 mg., depending on tablet 
dosage, every eight hours for ten days. It is very important you take it 
the full ten days. If you don’t, you run the chance that the infection 
will come back immune to erythromycin and you will need to go to a 
doctor. Fish antibiotics do not contain a buffer, so they will cause 
nausea and diarrhea. 

To combat these symptoms, purchase the generic brand of 
pepto bismol, (the national brand tests on animals). Take the adult 
dosage every time you take the erythomycin. Note: the pepto will 
turn your shit black— DO NOT FREAK OUT— it is due to the bis- 
muth and is totally normal. Erythomycin is absorbed from the gas- 
trointestinal tract, but it is deactivated by the acid content in the 
stomach, so you will need to avoid fruit juice, pickles, tomatoes 
and vinegar. DO NOT TAKE erythomycin if you are allergic to 
antibiotics, have a liver disease or damage, or are taking any of the 
following medications : Garbamazepine, Theophylline, 

Astemizole, Terfenadine, Alfentanil, Bromocriptine, Digoxin, 
Disopyraticosteroid, Ergotamine, Cyclosporine, Methyl 
Prednisone, Triazolam, and any anti- coagulants. Also, ery- 
thomycin can greatly increase the effects of caffeine, so use it spar- 
ingly. Antibiotics can also cause yeast infections in womyn. If you 
want DIY tips on treating them, check out the DIY Files from 
Punk Planet 26. 

Good Luck! ® t 
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Punk Projects for Dummies 

by Srini Kumar 



A re you interested in, like, actually 
doing something? Are you tired of 
the tube, sick of seeing the same old 
shit in the bookstores, bored of kvetching 
about Hot Topic and your lame-ass day job? 
Well, you’ve come to the right place! 

I’m using the term "project” because 
there’s a bewildering variety of interest in 
the readership of this magazine. Some of 
you folks are reading this article because 
you want to duck out of wage-slavery and 
start record labels and strike it rich, and 
some of you just want to organize against 
(or for) some tangible change in your com- 
munity. Some of you are just reading this 
issue cover to cover coz you paid good 
money for it! Whatever the case, take it 
from me — while failure may be necessary, it 
still sucks. 

So, I’ve taken it upon myself in this 
issue to create a small guide that will help 
you visualize a punk project that will work 
for you. I believe that these pointers will be 
of use to anyone who wants to start (or 
improve) a punk project. This article is by 
no means complete, so if you’ve got some 
ideas to add, please write me at 
srini@unamerican.com with your sugges- 
tions. Thanks. 

Step One: Determine your “Product.” 

Your product is defined as the output 
of your project. You probably have a pretty 
good idea about what you want to create 
and/or distribute already, but it’s really 
important to visualize whether or not peo- 
ple will really care about your product 
enough to buy it. 

A market consisting of largely non-dif- 
ferentiated competitors results in what’s 
known as commodification , which sort of 
sucks — it entails cutthroat competition and 
extremely low profit margins. Most punks 
avoid entering into commodity markets 
because the goods just aren’t very interest- 
ing— although I, for one, think that any com- 
modity can be punkified by someone with the 
right mindset (ever see Dr. Bronner’s 3-in-l 
Lavender Soap? Sure, it’s just soap, but with 


all this weird quasi-biblical ranting covering the packaging! Fuck 
yeah!). Anyway, the way to avoid commodification is with differentia- 
tion, or construing an angle of personalization or excellence that 
others in your market don’t have. You can offer something that others 
are doing, but in your particular way, you can have an idea that 
nobody else is pursuing, or you can offer a service (such as ad space or 
distribution) to other projects. 

1 he first step entails engaging in competition, the second entails 
moving fast enough that nobody can copy your idea until you’ve dom- 
inated the market, and the third means being able to reach enough 
people with your ’zine or distro to matter. One way of discovering a 
product is to find a need that isn’t met by any other product. A lot of 
great products are the result of a snap of inspiration that happens 
when something doesn’t work right. Keep in mind that if nobody 
needs your product, odds are nobody will buy it. People don’t make 
purchasing decisions in order to pay you, they make them because 
they want what you’ve got to sell! 

A word of advice: Find a niche in which you can thrive. For 
instance, punk rockers tend to buy from other punk rockers because 
we relate to each other’s needs and desires, and feel part of a common 
community. Even if you’re selling something that people can get else- 
where, if you can create a cool relationship with your customers, 
they’re likely to stick around. 

Step Two: Names, Words, and Design 

First things first: Choose the raddest name you can find for your 
project. People are supposed to talk about your company and prod- 
uct, so you ought to make it catchy. My suggestion is to keep it short, 
try to include something about what you do in the title (e.g. 

"Hopeless Records”), and choose a name whose web site is still avail- 
able-go to http://www.internic.net to check that out. 

In addition to naming your company, try to come up with a 
cool subtitle or slogan that describes your outlook or positioning or 
just makes people laugh or think. Maybe whip up a little press 
release and circulated it on the Internet, or whatever! Since word of 
mouth is so crucial to running a fledgling project, give people 
something to talk about! 

You will need to be able to write about your products, espe- 
cially if you’re doing a mail order project. For instance, you’ll need 
writing (also known as "copy”) for catalogs, web sites, advertise- 
ments, press releases, etc. Is your product worth writing about? 

Can you or someone you know) write passionately about what 
you’re selling? 

Finally, no matter what you’re selling, you will need a sense of 
design. Design will be needed to create catalogs, ads, stuff in your 
retail store, CD covers— all kinds of different stuff. I think that 
almost everyone has a sense of design already — you don’t need an art 
school to tell you what rules and what doesn’t. Since 80% of design 
is self-critique, if you’ve got eyes, you’re nearly set. You can draw 
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something with a Sharpie, learn how to use a common layout or 
design program like PageMaker or Illustrator, or even learn how to 
design a web page from scratch. Or, if acquiring these skills just 
bores you, ask around — chances are someone in your circle of 
friends has these skills already. Do what the pros do and "out- 
source.” Get friends to volunteer, pay them to do it or go into 
partnership with them. 

Step Three: Determine Your Sales Process 

How will people hear about you? You’ll need to get interest- 
ed people in front of your product, duh! Listen, I know what 
some of you are thinking — ’’this guy isn’t punk at all, he just wants 
to sell shit”— and to that I say, whatever man, enjoy your ramen 
noodles! Just because most commerce in this society is tainted by 
the greed of The Man doesn’t mean that your little project 
shouldn’t generate enough profit to feed you and yours. And 
remember: if you believe in what you’re selling, and you’re charg- 
ing anything like a "punk rock price,” you are doing your cus- 
tomers a favor, aren’t you? Isn’t it good to make people happy? 
Shouldn’t you do your best to make as many people as happy as 
possible with your endeavor? 

So... what about advertising? I am going to save this topic for 
next issue’s column, because there are so damn many options in this 
crazy advertising-choked world. Personally, I think you should be as 
zen (e.g. guerrilla) as possible, and only advertise in publications 
and venues that you personally endorse! But like I said, more on 
that next time. 

Additionally, you need to understand how people supposed to 
order from you. Wiil you be doing most of your sales direct? (If so, 
where will you sell? punk shows? The Web? through ads?) Do you 
need to be distributed by another company? (If so, which companies 
could do this for you? How do you approach them?) Will you have a 
retail storefront? a web site? a catalog? a toll-free number? Do you 
know how to rent/code/design/connect these yourself, or can some- 
one do it for you? 

Finally, how will you establish an inventory of your goods? Where 
do you buy from? It’s best to keep as low an inventory as possible, and 
not to buy in bulk ever unless you’re getting some insane discount. 
Many projects die because they can’t manage their inventory process 
or get adequate distribution for what they’ve bought, which is why 
there are so many bad CD’s and 7”s rotting in so many punk rock 
basements in this great land! 

Step Four: Assess Your Resources and Needs 

Building a project should be as straightforward as building an 
engine. Into the engine go fuel elements such as time, money, 
knowledge (e.g., where to get your product made cheap), ideas 
(e.g., a great product or great marketing), oxygen, and pizza. Out of 
this engine, if you work it right, come satisfied customers and a 


prosperous you! 

So come up with a list of the basic needs for your project. 
Include a figure for your starting inventory. For instance, if you just 
intend to release your band’s CD, expect to pay maybe $1200 for 
duplication, at least $500 for recording costs, maybe $300 for mas- 
tering, and about $500 as a marketing budget (these prices are not 
as optional as you may think). If you already own some of these ele- 
ments, great. If you don’t, list how much each element costs next to 
it, total it up and find the money somehow! The budget is going to 
vary widely for different projects, but I encourage you not to skimp 
on certain things. 

Computers, for instance, are cheap enough nowadays that you 
can get a basic PC for around $75°* an< ^ y ou can recoup your invest- 
ment pretty quickly assuming you learn how to use it for design, data- 
base, and accounting. Yes, you can run a business without a comput- 
er, but once you learn how to use one, you’ll see how much 
time/money you can save. I intend to cover this topic more extensively 
in a future column, but the major programs in each of these cate- 
gories are Adobe Illustrator or PageMaker, FileMaker Pro, and 
QuickBooks, respectively. 

Also, ask yourself if there is anything working against you. Are 
you missing some crucial piece of knowledge, such as where to 
advertise or what permits you’ll need? Ask around — chances are 
there are other people out there who have met the exact same chal- 
lenges as you, and would be glad to help you get around them. If 
you’re quitting your job to do this full time, how long can you sur- 
vive without profit? Do you have savings? Can you lower your 
expenses at all? 

One specific question you need answered: do you know 
where you’re going to print stuff? Potential customer’s first 
impressions should be good ones, so getting stationery, business 
cards, and catalogs printed well and cheap is absolutely crucial. 
And, finding and maintaining a relationship with several good, 
anti-censorship printers has been instrumental to any success 
I’ve had in the past. Here’s where those Kinko’s connections 
you’ve surely got come in, hey? 

For the web-oriented out there, you’ll need to find a host for 
your site, which is a pretty huge can of worms. If you need advice, talk 
to my friend eddie@eddie.com— if he can’t hook you up, he may know 
someone who will, for a small fee. 

Step Five: Assess the Marketplace 

So who is going to use this product and/or service? Most 
organizations keep a "typical consumer” in mind, which helps 
them with marketing and product development decisions. Know 
this typical customer inside and outl What other products do these 
people buy? Does anyone directly compete with what you’re offer- 
ing? If so, you’ll need to know how to describe why you’re better! 
Find out how these customers learn about these other products. 
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Why are these other projects successful? 

You should be as certain as possible that there are com- 
pelling reasons for a potential customer to go with you, and 
eliminate any reasons they shouldn't go with you as much as pos- 
sible. You can begin this process by using this advanced technol- 
ogy called asking your potential customers ! You can either just 
chitchat with friends or go whole hog with a survey and every- 
thing, but DON’T BE A DOOFUS AND ASSUME THAT 
YOU’RE PERFECT. I mean, I think you’re perfect, but that 
doesn’t mean your market will! 

And finally, ask yourself honestly: Do people really want what 
I'm selling? Should people want it? If you don’t believe they should 
even want it, start over! Ideally, people already want what you’re going 
to sell, and nobody is providing it yet. Failing that, if people don’t 
know they want it, how can you make them want it? And while being 
unique in the marketplace can be a blessing, think straight for a 
minute here— if nobody else is selling what you’re selling, are you sure 
people want it in the first place? 

Step Six: Set Some Goals and Dare to Dream 

So, in the final analysis, what do you want? Is this a hobby that 
you are hoping will someday turn into a project? Are you expecting to 
(eventually) cover your living expenses with this project? How long 
can you wait? 

What kind of quality are you shooting for in your product? Do 
you intend to labor long and hard in order to perfect your craft, or 
do you just want to sell regardless of whether or not your stuff rocks? 
Quality isn’t cheap, of course, but without it, you’re doing yourself a 
disservice in the long run. On the other hand, perfection isn’t as 
important in a product as function, and you don’t want to waste valu- 
able time making silly changes on your order form when you could be 
out marketing! 

Think about your values a little bit. Are you burning with the 
desire to make a self-determined living? Do you think you can 
make people even a little bit happier with your business? Are you 
organized? For instance, in mail order, if you can’t be organized 
you’re going to piss a lot of people off very quickly! Personally, I 
believe that any business that doesn’t make its customers funda- 
mentally happy is a burden on society and should be competed 
into the ground. 

Finally, do you really care about the people who would be buying 
from you? Do you only want to sell to punks, or would you welcome 
the alternateen masses if they came knocking? Ask yourself frankly if 
you are comfortable treating perfect strangers (who happen to be your 
customers) as friends. Don’t feel bad if you don’t, because business- 
style projects aren’t for everyone! 

Don’t feel ashamed to take advantage of the resources that you 
have. Collect and use your mailing list as much as possible. Even if 


that mailing list is only fifty people who 
happen to really care, if you treat them 
well and make them happy, the list will 
definitely grow! When people say they 
want to help, figure out useful ways for 
them to do so. 

Step Seven: Relax, Have Fun, 
Work Hard, Etc. 

A punk project is a process. I 
remember how pissed off I was when 
Rolling Stone named Green Day’s 
Dookie as "best debut album” in *95, 
totally ignoring the two albums and seven 
full years of touring and poverty that 
preceded their stunning triumph. 
Building a solid project takes time, 
resourcefulness, and a knack for convert- 
ing opportunity into success. If you’re 
doing something worthwhile, people will 
tell you so, and your heart won’t let you 
waver. Don’t be half-assed and you’ll 
succeed in time. 

Being punk doesn’t mean being disor- 
ganized. It doesn’t mean selling things for 
less than you paid to make them or giving 
things away without an eye towards making 
a profit on your project eventually. While 
you should be moral in your decision mak- 
ing, a lot of these so-called "rules” about 
"what’s punk” simply create failing situa- 
tions. There is a difference between being 
punk and just being lame! If something 
isn’t making you happy about your project, 
it’s up to YOU to change it! Don’t let 
things get you down too easily, because 
most projects grow as a process, rather than 
an event. 

And finally, failure is not punkl Well, 
okay, it’s sort of punk, I guess, but you 
deserve better ! Remember, success is bet- 
ter than failure (duh), even though failure 
may be necessary in order to redouble 
your efforts! 

So anyway, until next time, continue 
to fail to die! ® , 
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SIX GOING ON SEVEN 
HEARTBREAK’S GOT BACKBE 


Also Available: 

Self-Made Mess - 10 song album 
Split seven-inch with Hot Water Music 


Rip us off: 

Download an MP3 of “New/Improved!' 
at http://www.some.com 






CrippleKid / 

Little Dipper CD 

Amazing emo from CT 
and OH. CK is like Sidekick 
Katoand LD is like Get Up 
Kids S6 PPD. 


GaM? 44 song CD 

Tracks by Discount, 
Op:CliffQavin, The 
Unknown, and lots 
more S7 PPD. 






i <$*# 

BotB 37 song CD 

Dropkick Murphies, Blanks 
77, Showcase Showdown, 
and lots more! $6 PPD. 


The Roswells 4 song 7” 

Jaw-dropping pop punk 
like Scared of Chaka meets 
Rythm Collision. S3 PPD. 

_ _ i 

rm 

MUSiWWiik 

7741 Ohio St. Mentor, C 
Checks and MOs t< 

)H 44060-4850 
) Joe Biel 



debut seven inch on thick as thieves for $3ppd. 


THE HADES KICK 

D.o. box 7773 austin tx 78713 : m.o. to mike toss : 512.457.0501 : peter&m ike <8 thickasthieves.com : www.thickasthieves.com 



j| 

rainer maria 

^ look now look again 

LP/CD 

April 12, 1999 I PRC-024 


POLYVINYL RECORD CO. 

PO BOX 1885 DANVILLE, IL 61834 
WWW POLYVINYLRECORDS.COM 
LP: $8 CD: $10 (postpaid USA) 
Cash, Check, M.O. to: Polyvinyl 
Overseas: LP:$13 CD:$13 US Funds Only! 

DISTRIBUTED BY MORDAM 





boilermaker 



the interstate ten 


calabash case 


the short wave channel 


spanakorzo 



11 , Ip's are 8.00 cd's are 9.00 

wrenched records shipping included 

-\f\n-t r ^ , . checks payable to wrenched records 

1U71 6th ave. #202 san diego ca 92101 wrenrec@aol.com 



‘Instrument’ - 
Fugazi. I IS mi 


120. FUGAZI ‘Instrument’ soundtrack - 18 songs 

80. FUGAZI 
116. BLUETIP 

115. LUNGFISH 
114. MAKE-UP 
113. MAKE-UP 
1 12. SMART WENT CRAZY 
NO. FUGAZI 
109. HAPPY GO LICKY 
108. AUTOCLAVE 
101. BLUETIP 'Dischord No. 101' 

90. FUGAZI 'Red Medicine’ +: 

40. MINOR THREAT CD has every song! 
14. DISCHORD 1981 SR 

* regular CD, price© / + Cassette, price ©/ ++ CD single, price © 

Price Guide, including postage, in U.S. $ 


a film / video by Jem Cohen and 
. Available inVHS & PAL video 

‘Join Us’ 

‘Artificial Horizon’ 

mes Schr 
3. VHS oi 

‘In Mass Mind’ 
‘Con Art’ 
‘End Hits’ + 


I I -song posthumous CD, CD 
all previously released, only 


© 

© 

© 


© 

© 

© 

© 



U.S.A. 

SURFACE 
& CANADA 

Airmail 

7" 

3.50 

4.50 

6.50 

LP 

9.00 

1 1.00 

14.00 

CD 

10.00 

1 1.00 

13.00 

MaxiCD 

12.00 

13.00 

15.00 

Video 

18.00 

20.00 

23.00 
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4.00 

5.00 

7.00 


We accept Visa / MC / Discover - Call (703)351-7507 or E-mail or Fax u 
http://www.southern.cfem/dischord/ dischord@dischord.com 
Stores: We deal direct. Write us or fax us at (703)351-7582 


Illustrated CATALOG! 
please send one US $ or 
4 US Stamps or 4 IRCT 


For a plain but complete 
LIST of records, send 
us a US stamp or an IRC. 


Records & Stuff We Sell : 


3819 BEECHER ST. NW, WASH., D.C. 20007- 1802 



straight ahead punk into a tight, fast mix. Comparable 
to No For An Answer, Avail, and Mouthpiece, but not 
exactly like any of them... Their sound (especially live) 
is full of energy, and the lyrics are insightful and intelli- 
gent. To meet them you’d never guess they were a 
hardcore band, but that’s the point. Four average guys 
playing their asses off for 
their love of music, not 
simply to fit a certain 
label or sound. 


US / surface/ air 
$ 3.50 / $4 / $6 


U n d e r e stimated 


PO Box 13274 

Chicago, IL 60613 
USA 



Also available 


Payment to 


arnson 


words 
P.O. Box 63 
Allston, MA 02134 


Garrison 7” ep 


www.esporecords.com 


Plus: 


esposcores@hotmail.com 


The World is My Fuse 
“Drunk/Happy” 2nd 7” 


Distributed by: Lumberjack, Choke, Revelation, Very, 
Surefire, and Temperance. 




Decay 

Destiny LP/CD ($7ppd/$9ppd) 

Old School hardcore from Tokyo, Japan. 
12 Heavy/melodic songs!(SH Oil) 

Decay 

Back in the House 7" ($3ppd) 

Japanese Hardcore comparable 
to Sick of It All or H20. (SH 010) 
Discount/Cigaretteman 
split 7" ($3ppd) 

Originally released on Snuffy 
Smile (Japan). 2 incredible 
songs from each band. (SH 009) 
Various Artists 
Wankin in the Pit CD ($8ppd) 

NOFX, Snuff, Potshot, Limp, Spread, 
Strung Out, Nicotine, Mad Caddies, 

Fat Randy, Easy Grip, Infield Fly, Teen 
Idols, Tropical Gorilla, and Chixdiggit. 
(SH 008) 

Coming Soon: 

Fairlanes "EP" CD ep 
F.Y.P./Chaniwa split 10"/CD 
Apocalypse Hoboken CD 
No Borders Japanese/American Hardcore comp 
Gamits LP/CD, Homeless Wonders LP/CD 


www.bakamono.net/suburbanhome.html 

1750 30th St #365 
Boulder, CO 80301 
suburbhome@aol.com 


SUBURBVN 

Ihome 


Discount/Cigaretteman 

split 7" 


back in the House 7" 


Various Artists 

Wankin in the Pit CD 


Decay 

Destiny LP/CD 









box 80067, Ottawa, ON, CAN, K1S 5N6 
info@spectrasonic.com | www.spectrasonic.com 


5509 Three Penny Opera | Countless Trips... - Ip 

5510 Kepler ^ Self-titled - 7" 

SS06 Seppuku | The Awesome Houses... - cd 


also available... 

559.5 sparkmarker | products & accessories (cd) 

SS09 three penny opera | countless trips from here to there (cd) 

558.5 beautifuzz | self-titled (Ip) 

SS08 three penny opera | 2GTEG25H2G4503344 (7") 

SS07 blake | self-titled (7") 

SS04 franklin | building in A & E (cd | Ip) 

SS03 thirty second motion picture | can't kill time (Ip) 

SS02 goodbye, blue monday/across five aprils | split (7") 

SS01 okara | months like years(lp) 


prices: 

us cdn other 
cds | $8 | $12 | $12 
Ip | $8 | $12 j $12 
7" | $4 | $5 | $5 


also distributed by 

1000 leafs, bottlenekk, choke, contrast, ebullition, 
green hell, lumberjack, makoto, no idea, ozone, 
pyrrhus, schtuff, spread, stickfigure, very, x-mist 


Canadians pay in loons (taxes included), every one 
else in american dollars 



O lincoln 


avanti 


u.s. 

$10 ppd. 


Foreign 
$12 ppd. 


CD only 


dirty, fucked, 
beautiful. 

©lincoln 

avanti 


“Another ass-kicking full-length from the 
Midwest’s most consistently great label. ” 

— Five-Star Magazine 


Send cash, checks or money orders to: Johann’s Face Records 

P.O. Box 479164 / Chicago, IL 60647 Send a stamp for a catalog! 

e-mail: JohannFace@aol.com NEW web site!: http://members.xoom.com/johannface 

Coming soon: NEW Cletus full-length “Tragedy Leads to Horseplay” 


RO. Box 479164 
Chicago, IL 60647 

Distributed by Mordam Records 







.ooi Losers Club - 5 Song, 7 ” DIY Punk with a 
pop edge. Nice speedy guitars and sing-along vocals 
make this a winner. The lyrics are somewhat introspec- 
tive, and more intelligent than much of what is being put 
out there in the poppy punk world. Not classic, but not 
junk either. (MH) 

A+ PO Box 5271 P.D.R. CA 90296 

.001 Loser’s Club - S/T, 7” It would be easy to 
say - generic pop not in the Queers era but the Nick 
Lowe, E. Costello era. Five songs, if you include a song 
of 30 seconds of silence entitled, “Will You Please 
shut the fuck up for 30 seconds?" Real clever, (insert 
sarcasm tone). (EA) 

.OOI Lx Cx 658 Maltman LA< CA 90026 

25 cent Soul Project , Cassette I think I am 
reading this correct, this is a zine and a cassette and the 
theme is interesting. It appears that each person / band 
on the tape sent in a song or part of a song on a four 
track tape and left at least one track open. Then the 25 
cent Soul Project took over and added their twist to your 
song. Great idea and some of the songs are real fun and 
travel form acoustic to electronic and back. What a DIY, 
punk ass thing to do. -I need to get to Toronto which 
appears to be the real punk capital of the world. E-mail 
for prices at tapegun@interlog.com.. 

My Mean Magpie PO Box 68568. 360A Bloor St. W 
Toronto, ON M5S 1X1 Canada 

30 Amp Fuse - Rewind, CD Some fairly decent 
melodic punk rock, here. This band combines influences 
from older bands like the Buzzcocks and updates with 
influences like Rhythm Collision. The songs are poppy 
and mid-tempo, the vocals are sung well, and the whole 
thing is pretty solid. (SM) 

Melted Records, 21-41 34th Ave., Suite IOA, New York 
City. NY III06 

88 Fingers Louie - Back on the Streets, 
CD Well the 88 boys are back and "have put the band 
back together" etc... I have seen these guys go from 
practicing in a basement under many names to being on 
Fat to splitting up and now re-forming. They are on 
drummer number three and have picked up right where 
they left off. This sounds like any other 88 Fingers 
release, so if you like them then you won’t be disap- 
pointed. They get a little poppy on "Summer 
Photos”(which is a good thing for them) but for the most 


part they hit you hard and fast with a lot of cool 
rhythms. A lot of grown up subject matter is dealt with 
on this record such as having children, paying bills, and 
all that jazz. It is a good release, but it is just that. I 
hope that someday they will cross over into the "great 
release" category. (BC) 

Hopeless Records P.O. Box 7495 Van Nuys, CA. 91409-7495 

Mumia Abu-Jamal-All things Censored 
Vol. i CD A project that grew out of Mumia’s can- 
celled NPR radio reports. This is an ambitious and 
important project, coupling Mumia’s writings (read 
from Death Row by Mumia himself) with short 
cameos (for lack of a better term) from such heavy- 
weights as Dorthy Allison, Howard Zinn, Alice Walker, 
Judi Bari, Ramona Africa. Mumia speaks for the 
majority of this disc though, his calm voice speaking 
about poverty, prison, the media and many other sub- 
jects. So much knowledge is passed through this disk, 

I can’t list it all here in this capsule review. Absolutely 
worth picking up and listening to, if for no other rea- 
son than to put a voice to the picture that you’ve seen 
so many times. Plus all proceeds benefit Mumia’s 
legal defense fund. (DS) 

Alternative Tentacles PO Box 419°92 San Francisco CA 

94141-9092 

All-scars - s/t, 7” Kind of a blend of Polar Goldie 
Cats type instrumental indie rock and emo driven vocals 
and changes. Interesting to listen to and definitely worth 
checking out. (MD) 

Ace Fu Records PO BOX 42181, Portland. OR 97242 

Apocalypse Hoboken - House of The 
Rising Son of a Bitch, CD A Classic! The cover 
alone is worth the price you will pay. It is a great take- 
off of the “Dirty Deeds” record by AC/DC. So a while 
back everyone knew of Chicago punk because of 
Screeching Weasel, but the bands that were really kick- 
ing the scene’s ass were Los Crudos, Didjits, Dead 
Steel Mill, and many more. So now all that people here 
about Chicago is maybe an old Vindictives story or a 
Pegboy tale. But what is really kicking the scene’s ass 
is Apocalypse Hoboken! This band is good old drunken 
punk rock and roll, and you better take notice. Two gui- 
tars that rip you a new one, along with insane vocals 
and a drummer that would make old ‘Bonzo’ Bonham 
proud. They also put on a great iive show, which is 


soon becoming the lost art of punk rock. If the world 
was a just place these lads would be wealthy and rid- 
ing the gravy train. But instead we are forced to listen 
to crap on the radio all day long. Well, turn off your 
radios and put in this disc and be glad that you can 
still rock in America. (BC) 

Kung Fu Records P.O. Box 3061 Seal Beach, CA. 9 ° 74 ° 

Aspera Ad Astra-Peace CD Lush arrangements 
envelop you in a soft pillow of sound. This slow, ponder- 
ous, at times overly-melodramatic record is nicely 
recorded, nicely performed but the whole thing comes 
off like Marshmallow Fluff: too much of it makes your 
teeth hurt. (DS) 

AudioInformationPhenomena 1625 Oakwood Dr. San 
Mateo CA 94403 

The Assmen - Enema Nation, CD With song 
titles like “Beer is good Food,” “Hot Pearl Necklace,” and 
"Adjusting my nuts," you kinda know what to expect 
from the Assmen. If you like loud, moronic 3-cord ado- 
lescent punk where the song title is often repeated over 
and over in the song, then this is for you. Wonderful 
cover drawing of two monster-like doctors with sharp 
instruments hovering over a guy in a hospital bed, and 
saying, “Spread em'.” Good grief! (JK) 

Dirty Records, PO box 6869 Glendale, AZ 85312-6869 

Atom And His Rockage - A Public Service 
Announcement With Guitars, 7” No it’s not 
just Atom and His Package, it’s Atom and His Rockage! 
Evidently Atom got a couple people together for a bit to 
replace the sequencer and this is the end result. This 
recording is taken from a live show and the recording is 
great! These are all songs that are off Atom’s CD on 
Bloodlink, but now they are rock songs instead of 80’s 
pop songs. Hearing this record just makes you realize 
even further, how good Atom is at writing catchy songs. 
Track this one down for sure. (SY) 

208. PO BOX 534. Boise ID 83701 

B-Sides - Party with..., 7” Finally some good ol’ 
punk rock to review. B-Sides serves us up that sloppy, 
nasty, funny, fast paced punk that we all love. "I Hate 
High School", "Grandma’s Dead”, and “I Wanna be Old 
School" are just a couple of the hits that they fit onto 
this record. Good job. (BC) 

$3-ppd Pat Riot records 1575 l66th Ave. San Leandro, 
CA. 94578 


REVIEWERS 


Brian Czarnik (BC), Bryan Ryder (BR), Dan Sinker (DS), Eric Action (EA), Josh Kermeit (JK), Marie Davenport (MD), Mark Hanford (MH), 
Patti Kim (PK), Scott MacDonald (SM), Scott Yahtzee (SY) 


Baby Sage - Glorious, CD This is a poppy 
boy/girl vocal band with dumb lyrics and cheesy music. I 
guess they sent it to us because it was done D.I.Y. The 
only problem with it is that it S.U.C.K.S. (BC) 

Walter Sunoco 82 Franklin St. Brooklyn, N.Y. 11222 

Bailterspace - Solar 3, CD Sometimes, I feel 
really musically uneducated and stifled. I begin to think 
that the music I have enjoyed for the past decade plus is 
simplistic and unchallenging ( speaking strictly from a 
musical standpoint). Bailterspace plays a style of music 
that makes me feel this way. Not to say that I think that 
they are at all good, it’s just that their music depresses 
me in a way that makes me want to depress all hopes of 
ever being a musician. It’s your basic emotionless rock 
and roll formula. Does this make any sense? (BR) 
Turnbuckle Records, 1 63 3rd Ave. # 435 - New York, NY 
10003 

The Baltimores - Plastic Del Mundo, CD 
This disc has been out for a short while, but never 
reviewed here in these pages. Chicago’s ‘the Baltimores’ 
are an evil circus band filled with Atari 2600 jingles gone 
bad. If Hell had toy commercials, this is what they would 
sound like. A cosmic rocking trip for the musical senses 
in your mind. They even sound like the ‘Relics’’ album 
from Pink Floyd meets the Cure at times. Goofy. (BC) 
Baltimores P.O. Box 578235, Chicago, IL. 60657 

Bedford - Smiles Are the Batteries, CD 
Not bad at all dorkrock by these three young whipper- 
snappers from PA. Just kidding — this album is rilly quite 
ketchy and infectious. I have to admit, my toes tapped 
along with a beat or three. Similar in vein somewhat to, 
say, The Weakerthans. Dig the vocals’ vibrato action on 
‘Stay Stay Stay’, good lord that boy can croon! And their 
cover of ‘American Music’ is fairly moshpitworthy. The 
beginning of the last track sounds like a Yo La Tengo 
song, I swear. I’m glad that these boys understand the 
beauty of The Beach Boys, John Cougar Mellencamp, 
and Iron Maiden. You can find out more juicyfruit details 
about Bedford at their webbysite down below. (PK) 
Keystone-Ember, P0 Box 1798 , Wilkes-Barre PA, 
18702 

http://www. ignostic.com/bedford 

Beth Capper Complimentary Mood 
ENHANCER - SOUNDTRACK TO THE MOVIE 
"Wiglickers”, CD This is pretty crazy. I’m not sure if 
“Wiglickers” is actually a movie, but if it is then it has a 
pretty cool sound track. I'm not really sure how to describe 
this. The closest comparison I can come up with for these 
songs would be Luscious Jackson crossed with Cibo 
Matto, and maybe some weird K records shit. Definitely 
interesting. Comes in cool cardboard package with a cool 
little comic book also by Beth Capper. Neat 0. (EA) 

WIN PO box 26811 Los Angeles, CA 90026-0811 


B.G.K. - A Dutch Feast, CD This is one of 
Alternative Tentacles’ discography re-issues of old clas- 
sic punk bands. BGK, or Balthasar Gerard’s Kommando, 
are a Holland band from the 1980s that played hard- 
core-punk rock, with distorted guitars, rough growled 
vocals and speedy drum beats. There are 46 songs on 
this CD, lyrics in English and political. B.G.K. reminds 
me of another three-initial band, G.B.H. Anyway, it’s 
good stuff. (SM) 

Alternative Tentacles, PO Box 419092, San Francisco, 

CA 94141-9092 

Birthright - ...Out Of Darkness, CD For 
the .past five years, Birthright have been the victims of 
an unappreciative hardcore scene. As time has pro- 
gressed on and most people have “moved on”, 
Birthright has remained true to their roots and have 
stood behind all that has caused them to be the brunt 
of much criticism. For those have either been ignoring 
or have simply missed out, Birthright are the sole sur- 
vivors of the vegan straightedge genre, blurring the 
lines between bands like Undertow and Turning Point, 
complete with dive bombs and massive back up 
vocals. Call them what you will, but if honesty counts 
for anything these days, then Birthright surely deserves 
much credit. (BR) 

Good Life Records, P.O. Box 114, 8500 Kortrijk, Belgium 

Blue Meanies - Pigs, CD Ska. And that’s really 
all I have to say. (MD) 

Thick Records, 409 N. Wolcott Ave, Chicgo, IL 60622 

The Bollweevils - History of The 
Bollweevils part II, CD What a funny idea. Let’s 
send the Weevils disc to the former drummer. Ha-ha-ha. 
Boy these Punk Planet reviewers are wacky. But anyway, 
this is the final nail in the coffin of the Bollweevil legacy. 
Even though we were not known much outside of 
Chicago’s punk scene, it still was a fun and meaningful, 
as well as an important part of the scene during the early 
to mid 90’s. This part II disc contains 24 tracks including 
some Naked Raygun covers like “New Dreams’’ and 
“Roller Queen” and some decent comp tracks like “Wrong 
from Right’’ and “7 1/2 Clicks.” Also included are many 
re-recorded early Weevil cuts like “Holding In” and “What 
Do I Believe.” And since they somehow “forgot" to 
include my thank you note inside the disc, I will use this 
space here to do it. Thank you Weevil-guys, Chuck, Matt, 
and Mass, Dr. Strange, all the fun people who helped us 
on the road and at home, my mom, Bob’s sister, Brett 
Houseboy (for picking up where I left off) and a big 
thanks goes to ME, for putting up with those guys for 
over 4 years. There, that wasn’t so bad! Now let the roy- 
alty checks come soaring in! BUY THIS! (BC) 

DR. Strange Records P.O. Box 7000 - 117 . Alta Loma, 
CA. 91701 


The Boom-Any Day of the Night Another 
serving of The Boom’s punk jazz? YES PLEASE! (DS) 
Slowdime Records PO Box 414 Arlington VA 22210 

Buck -$, 7” This band has two Lisas from the 
Canadian band Cub. Not being a fan of Cub, I can’t 
compare, but this I know: I’m no fan of Buck. Overly 
simplistic low-fi garage rock, lacking energy and sound- 
ing, at best, cheesy. The press release that came with 
this record said the band released two singles within 
their first few months. Maybe they should’ve waited 
awhile. (SM) 

What Else? Records, PO Box 34 1 1 , Dayton, OH 45401 

Buckwild - Full Metal Overdrive, CD Your 
basic Orange County sounding "pop-punk," but with 
plenty o’ metal riffs. (MD) 

Lobster Records. PO BOX 1473 . Santa Barbara, CA 
93102 

Bunny Foot Charm-Stalking the 
Boogieman CD I swear to god theres a rock revival 
going on in the Pacific Northwest. Bunny Foot Charm 
have their amps on loud and their guitars slung low. 
Rock and roll rides again! (DS) 

Punk in my Vitamins PO Box 2283 Olympia WA 98507 

C Average-s/t CD The rock is alive and well in 
the Pacific Northwest. They’re listing this two piece as 
consisting of drums and "strings." Now either they’re 
just being pretentious and calling guitar "strings" or 
they’ve totally hopped a cello and violin on steroids and 
let it rock the fuck out. I’m hoping this is the latter and 
not the former 'cause there’s nothing more bad ass 
than the image in my head right now of a leather-clad 
violinist rocking like violinists have never rocked before. 
Add to this a fantasy/sci-fi overtone to most of the 
songs and you’ve got yourself some theatrical rock to 
call your own. (DS) 

Kill Rock Stars 120 NE State # 4 1 8 Olympia WA 98501 

Chalkline - In the Present Tense, CD 
The propaganda that came with this CD describes it as 
“a hybrid of emo and metal”, which is pretty much 
exactly what it is. Most of this is heavy chunky riffin’ 
guitars with emo-style vocals about personal feelings 
and relationships and stuff. Pretty damn good for the 
genre. (MH) 

Shandle Records PO Box IO32 Mentor OH 44°6l- 
IO32 

Chester - Six Sick Songs For Swinging 
Spacecats, CD Yeah! Killed By Death type punk, 
done the way it should be. Low fi, good stuff. You 
should buy this!! (MD) 

Smokin’ Troll, 48 Llwyn Beuno, Bontnewydd, 
Caernarvon, LL55 2 UH 


Our review policy is very simple: Independently published? We review it. However, that doesn’t mean that it gets a good review. If a reviewer likes your zine, you get a good review. If 
a reviewer doesn’t like it, you don’t. It’s not institutional policy that your zine is good or that it’s bad, it’s just one reviewer’s opinion — so don’t freak out. We’re sure you put a good 
deal of work -into your project, and that alone is certainly worth some congradulations! But please, if you’re pissed at a review, remember: it’s not Punk Planet, it’s just one reviewer. 
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Cleveland Bound Death Sentence - S/T, 7” 
You can smell a Cometbus band a million miles away. 
The cover and handwriting scream Aaron. The nice thing 
is that once you get the single the sound is always high 
quality, power pop stuff. The production makes this a 
great single and having dual male/female vocals can 
make any band ten times better. Highly suggested, better 
than Crimpshrine? (EA) 

THD PO Box 18661 Minneapolis, MN 554*8 

Coalesce-A Safe Place CD So this is post-hard- 
core, eh? Harder, heavier, slower, lower. (DS) 

Second Nature PO Box II543 Kansas City MO 64138 

Connie Dungs - Songs for Swinging Nice 
Guys, CD Low-fi, snotty, simple three chord 
Ramonesish punk rock. Lots better than their last 
release. (MD) 

MutantPop 50*° NW Shasta, Corvallis, OR 97330 

Coyote Men -Vs. El Mundo, CD This is the 
killer rocker Estrus 2X7” plus another 15 tracks from the 
Coyote Men’s Vendetta releases. Essential for any garage 
fans, with a lot of wrestling references, this is a party CD 
indeed. Estrus has been in fire (no pun intended) since 
the big warehouse burnout. Mummies fan should take 
notice for sure. (EA) 

Estrus Records PO Box 2125 Bellingham, WA 98227 

Creation Is Crucifixion - Dethrone Or 
Devour, 7” In the past year, I have seen and heard 
more about this band than I could ever hope for in a life- 
time. They have received incredible reviews and praise 
in zines and on the internet. Therefore, most of you have 
either purchased this record or are now planning to. 
Creation Is Crucifixion delivers similar results as their 
previous bands did in the past. Brutal, technical, death 
metal influenced hardcore seems to be at the forefront of 
the punk scene these days and these young men are 
leading the pack, or so it appears. Personal opinion 
aside, as I find this record sub par, my guess is that that 
masses of kids are going to eat this one up like they did 
with their other releases. (BR) 

King Of The Monsters, 834 1 e. San Salvador, Scottsdale, 
AZ 85258 

Cripple Bastards / P.E.L.M.E - Split 7” 
Pure Excitement. The Cripple Bastards material is the 
best I have ever heard. Much like their mentors Fear of 
God, the vocals dominate the recording. For once, the 
production is excellent. The Popular Easy Listening 
Music Ensemble side has two songs. One is a great 
hardcore song and the other is an over-modulated instru- 
mental. You can give extra thanks for the big fold out 
poster that comes with the record. 'You might have to 
pay import prices on this one, but it is well worth it. (SY) 
Havin' A Spazz Records, Via M. Di Cefalonia 47. 20097 
S. Donato M.SE (MI) ITALY 

The Crumbs - Low and Behold, CD Combine 
The Clash and the Stray Cats, throw them in a garage 
and add some distortion to the microphone and you’ve 


got yourself The Crumbs. It’s punk rock with greased- 
back hair, a white T-shirt and a leather jacket. The guitar 
is especially impressive, and the songs remain energetic 
throughout. Not bad, indeed. (SM) 

Lookout! PO Box 11374, Berkeley, CA94712-2374 

Culture-Born of You CD It must be so hard 
for hardcore bands to pick a photo for their cover 
'cause they have to decide exactly which band’s t- 
shirt they want to showcase. In Culture’s case, it’s 
Refused. Anyway, this is apparetnly a re-release of 
Culture’s 1994 album which came out on another 
label and Cuture decided to air their laundry publicly 
about their transactions with the previous label. It’s 
not a move I would have made but then again I 
wouldn’t be in a band in 1994 that sounds like it 
should have been recorded in 1990 or maybe 92. 
It’s that metal-tinged hardcore that was all the rage 
back then. (DS) 

Good Life Recordings PO Box 114 8500 Kortrijk 
Belgium 

CURSIVE-THE STORMS OF EARLY SUMMER: 
SEMANTICS OF SONG CD After breaking my heart with 
a promising 7” that didn’t follow through, Cursive follow 
the trend with a CD that has some great bits but all too 
often (just like their 7”) falls back on all the Second-Gen 
Emo cliches: loud/soft, heavy/light, scream/sing, distort- 
ed/clean. No distinguishing marks here. (DS) 

Saddle Creek PO Box 8554 Omaha NE 68108-0554 

D.B.S. - When the Meek Get Pinched the 
Bold Survive, 7” Fiiinally, some punk rokk from 
my side of the border thank you. Hah, just joshing. 
These youngsters hail from the ‘couv and they make 
some pretty raging music. Fast beats, 
screaming/singing, ventings, observing — you get the 
picture? Non? Then you listen to it dude. Props going 
out to these kids for including a quote from Ferris 
Bueller in with their lyric sheet. How ever do high 
school movie characters from the 80’s get to be so 
smart? Hot diggity dawg. (PK) 

Crap, PO Box 305, Eastchester NY, 10709 

Darling- The Night in Bloom, CD This is Lou 
Reedish’ type-o-crap. Punk Planet should really pay me to 
listen to stuff like this. With all of it’s cute little piano, 
acoustic guitar, vocals, it’s just so damn darling alright. 
Darling, darling, ooohhh so fucking darling! Send me some 
good stuff Punk Planet, this is a waste of my time. (BC) 

Guilt Ridden Pop 2217 Nicollet Avenue South. 
Minneapolis. MN. 55404 

Das Klown - Antidote, CD I guess I should be 
happy that there’s something that sets this band apart 
from the hordes of other old school punk rock bands. 
But the fact that these tattooed guys dress up as clowns 
still isn’t enough to make me love them. They remind me 
of the Circle Jerks — fast, thrashy, yelled vocals ... and a 
big red clown nose. (SM) 

Long Beach 203 ArgonneAve., Suite 103. Long Beach, CA90803 


Alice Despard-Push Me Pull You CD Alice’s 
husky, soulful vocals remind me a lot of Patti Smith. 
Nice musicianship on these adult-contemporary rockers. 
Unfortunately, that ain’t exactly my cuppa. (DS) 

Deep Reverb PO Box 986 Arlington VA 222l6 

Deviate - Darkened World, CD Do YOU like 
Korn? Do you dig metal? Then perhaps you should 
check this out. (MD) 

I Scream Records, Broekstraat 10-173° Kobbegem- 
Belgium 

Deviate - Darkened World, CD Euro-Metal. 
This is like that heavy-ass mid tempo stuff on Victory. 
Very Heavy. So heavy that I busted a nut just lifting up 
the jewel case. (BC) 

I Scream Records Broekstraat 10-173° Kobbergem, 
Belgium 

Discount / My Winter Jane - split, 7” 
Discount you probably already know as the cool girl- 
fronted band from Florida that seems to put a dance in 
the KIDS steps and make the older punks grumble. I 
think the older we get the less we like to see kids acting 
like kids and dancing to bands like Discount or My 
Winter Jane. This was the first hearing of MWJ that I 
have had and they sound a lot like Discount (even cover- 
ing on eof their songs). A fine single for all those inter- 
ested in the Florida pop revolution. (EA) 

Snuffy Smile 4-24~4 - 302 Daizawa Setagaya-ku Tokyo, 

1 55 "0032 Japan 

Distortion Felix-Record CD 10 synthed-up 
pop rockers. This is a pretty cool CD, mixing poppy 
vocals with fucked up synth work and a heavy, distorted 
back end. All the songs kinda sound the same, but at 
least they sound vaguly new, which is more than you 
can say for so many bands these days. (DS) 

Akashic Records PO Box 1456 New York, NY IOOO9 

Don Caballero - Singles Breaking Up 
(Vol.i), CD This is a hefty compilation of Don 
Cab’s singles spanning the years 1992-1998. It con- 
tains previously released and unreleased presented to 
the fans in one neat package. And it’s hard to go 
wrong producers like Steve Albini, Bob Weston, Lee 
Hollohan, and Al Sutton working the music here. The 
bulk of this collection is total rock, although the last 
couple of songs were probably the least antagonizing 
to my upstairs neighbors — the denouement of the 
disc if you will, hee hee. I have to say, the photo art 
concept of this CD sleeve is priceless. It will make 
you smile. (PK) 

Touch and Go, PO Box 25520, Chicago IL, 60625 

Drunk - Raised Toward, CD It took me awhile 
to realize how great this band's name is — they get to 
walk out on stage at a show and say, "Hi, we’re drunk." 
Too bad the music isn’t as clever. Drunk play slow, 
sparse astral music with terrible spoken nasal vocals. 
I’m occasionally reminded of Joan of Arc, because of the 
complex guitar lines twisting through the songs, but 
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Drunk don’t hold a candle to Joan of Arc, who are great. 
Drunk is not. (SM) 

Jagjaguwar, 1703 N. Maple St., Bloomington, IN 47404 

Elements of - The Multiple Cat, CD Lame 
pop music. Don’t people read the cover of this here rag? 

It says "PUNK Planet”. Not "Lame Pop Planet”. This is 
like the worse stuff that you would find in an early 80’s 
cut out bin at the local record store, except that it is 
recent music. Life can be so cruel sometimes. (BC) 

Guilt Ridden Pop (they should feel guilty!) 2217 Nicollet 
Avenue South. Minneapolis, MN. 554°4 

Ex-Ignota-Jammin’ on the One CD So-Cal 
kids that are too cool for school. A little reminder of why 
we liked that Gravity sound way back when, updated for 
99. Always unpredictable, never boring. (DS) 

Satellite Transmissions PO Box 4432 Boulder CO 
80306 

The Falsies - S/T, CD The Falsies aren’t punk, 
but by the looks of their nice picture on the back I bet 
they once were. This semi-swing band is actually inter- 
esting and the short 6 sound CD kept me interested. 
Not sure why it was sent to Punk Planet though. Nice 
package. (EA) 

ESPO Records PO Box 63 Allston, MA 02134 

The Fartz - Because This Fuckin’ World 
Still Stinks, CD The thing about old-school punk 
rock bands these days is that no matter how authentic 
they sound, they still sound cheesy because they’re 
playing music from 20 years ago. So it’s nice to hear a 
band that sounds all old school and angry and, well, 
punk, without the cheese factor. The Fartz were 
putting out records back in 1980, when they were cut- 
ting edge. The music is on the sloppy side, the vocals 
are growled, the songs are simple, but it's good stuff. 
Reminds me of The Adolescents mixed with Black 
Flag. This CD is a retrospective of all their stuff. Fun 
fact: Duff, the drummer of Guns and Roses, played in 
The Fartz. (SM) 

Alternative Tentacles, PO Box 4I9 I 92. San Francisco, 

CA 94141-9092 

The Festival of Dead Deer - The many 

FACES OF MENTAL ILLNESS (a COLLECTION), 
LP If Mission of Burma were playing hardcore in San 
Diego now, this is what they would sound like. This 
reminds me a bit of Angel Hair, but without the frantic 
screamed vocals. The music is tense and rocking, with 
complicated guitar riffs over loud banging drums. The 
packaging is good — especially the purple/pink marbled 
vinyl. This band, apparently, is broken up now. Four of 
these 12 songs were released on 7" previously, the rest 
are new. (SM) 

Three One G, PO Box 178262, San Diego, CA 92177 

Fu Manchu - Return to Earth 91-93, CD 
Big, mean, car rock. I don’t exactlly know why I like 
this, but I do. Tight guitar work, distorted vocals and 
big power cords are complimented nicely by the good 



rough production. All the songs kind of sound the 
same, but that’s cool. This is very cool stuff. 
Recommended. (JK) 

Elastic Records, PO box 1759® Anaheim, CA92817 

Genuine - A Bond Still Strong, LP Made up 
of many members of the Seattle straightedge scene, 
Genuine brings us the follow-up to the debut 7” on 
Temperance Records. I cannot say that I anticipated this 
recording but after a listen, I found it to be a worthwhile 
listen. The best feature is how each song was construct- 
ed around the person who sings them, of which there 
are many, sung by members of Botch, Trial, Undertow, 
Harkonen, Jayhawker, etc. As a whole, “A Bond Still 
Strong" is nothing legendary or groundbreaking, but it is 
worth noting that a project such as this would likely be 
special to partake in. (BR) 

Excursion, P.O. Box 20224, Seattle, WA 98102 

Goatsuckers - Tribute To Alex, io” At 
work, I am bombarded with a barrage of classic rock 
radio each and every day. While a good amount of 
the music has been part of my early years, too much 
of a good thing can cause a brain hemorrhage. 
Anyway, the reason for the classic rock mention is 
because that was the first thing that popped into my 
head while listening to this record. Granted, it’s a lit- 
tle more on the punk rock side of the fence but the 
elements are there, I tell you! Who knows, maybe I 
am just hearing things? Either way, it’s not anything 
that I can honestly enjoy. (BR) 

Nest Of Vipors Records, 5 Rue Du Port, 359®° Vivier / 
Mer / France 

God Hates Computers - s/t, 7 ” A sloppy, 
poppy punk rock band. Vocals are yelled or nasal, the 
recording is mediocre, the songs have attitude. Reminds 
me of late 70s LA punk. (SM) 

PO Box 8213. Portland, OR 97207 

Godstomper / No Comply - Split, 7” It can’t 
be an accident when you group two bands that have no 
guitars together on a 7”. That is right, just bass, drums, 
and vocals. Could this be a novelty? Well most of the 
time the guitars just plays the same thing anyway... 
Nonetheless each band keeps their side entertaining. 
You get one side of fast power-violence and one of over- 
distorted sludge, quite worth your money. (SY) 

False Sense, PO Box 49641, Greensboro NC, 274 J 9 

Grinch / Lost Goat - split LP Both bands that 
share this piece of vinyl also share a similar sound, playing 
gritty, distorted, heavy rock with a tinge of metal (yikes!). 
I’m at a loss for words. I tried to listen to both sides with 
an open mind but failed to find anything that struck me as 
interesting or enjoyable. I just cannot think of any way to 
describe this other than “an acquired taste.” (BR) 

Probe, P.O. Box 5068, Pleasanton, CA 945®® 

The Heartworms/California Stadium - 
split, 7” The Heartworms are ambient electronica that 
remind me of the voices in my head when I was a child. 


Disturbing, yet familiar and enjoyable. California 
Stadium is demented folk music that does very little for 
me. Weird little 7". (MH) 

Ace Fu PO Box 42181 Portland OR 97242 

Hellworms - Crowd Repellent, LP This 
sounds like a lot like No Means No — with the extremely 
tight, technical music and the bizarre lyrics and vocals. 
From the press release that came with the CD, I gather 
that it sounds a lot more like Victims Family — although 
I’ve never heard that band — because there are ex- 
Victims Family people in Hellworms. The music here 
combines punk and funk and rock and all sorts of stuff 
into an aggressive, original dose of weirdness. 
Entertaining. (SM) 

Alternative Tentacles. PO Box 419192, San Francisco, 

CA 94141-9092 

The Hissyfits - All Dolled Up, 7” The first 
song is kind of like The Bangles, but with more attitude. 
The second is a straight out of the fifties, sappy love 
song. All-girl rock, with solid melodic vocals. (SM) 

Mutant Pop, 5010 NW Shasta, Corvallis, OR 9733° 

Hofman - Reach around Hofman, EP Boring 
emoish crap. 

Vibrations 1 1 8 Gunthorpe Road, Peterborough PE4 7TS 

Holidays Cruller - S/T, 7” This single is a real 
oddity, its from Japan and the cover is a full cover 
cheesy punk/hardcore painting that screams hardcore. 
The back of the single shows a band which resemble the 
Fastbacks or Chubbies. You put the single on and hear 
the sweet sounds of a girl pop band. It is too hard to 
figure anything out on the sleeve, but the B-side had a 
man singing. Nothing on the labels on the record either. 
Strange, but a recommendation to fans of girl pop. (EA) 
Tin Star Records, Japan 

www.kt.rim.or.jp/~spunk/KAMIKAZE/index.html 

Humpy / Fireballs of Freedom - split, 7” 
Missoula, Montana rocks! Or so it seems from this 
platter of wax. Humpy plays shorter heavy rock which 
has its inspirations form possibly the Didjits school of 
punk. You get three of their songs. Fireballs of 
Freedom give you one longer song with a very cock- 
rock ending that is typical yet essential for any classic 
rock song. Fireballs are an Empty band that is worth 
checking out, but be prepared for flaming guitars if you 
know what I mean. (EA) 

Pink House Records c/o Smetenka PO Box 9081 
Missoula, MT 59807 

Ichluga - Ichluga, CD Ichulga have a very dis- 
tinctive sound, very new wave sounding with lots of key- 
boards, synthesizers and distorted vocals. Sounds like a 
cross between Sukia and the Monorchid. I liked this 
album for the most part. The production is good and the 
songs are catchy without being to repetitive. Features a 
cover of "Pickney Girl” (which I think is a Cars song), and 
a song about the video game "Pitfall”. Real cool stuff. (JK) 
Girl Gang Records 
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Imposters/Grinding Process - split, 7” This 
is a fantastic record. Great packaging, hot music, and 
red vinyl. What more could you want? Imposters play 
straight ahead hardcore with a sound that reminds me 
of early 7 Seconds. Grinding Process is heavy, crusty, 
and hardcore. The record has a big 7" patch for the 
cover and a mini zines by each of the bands. Get this 
one. (MH) 


Kill Holiday. The melodies of well sung vocals and the 
driving rhythmns of these California natives takes you on 
an enjoyable ride that soothes the listener while produc- 
ing a huge “slap in the face" for the indie-emo-alterna- 
pop genre. Nevermind labeling this "emo", this is pure 
rock and I love every minute of it. Bravo! (BR) 

Revelation Records, P.O. Box 5232, Huntington Beach, 
CA 92615-5232 


G-view no address 

Ink & Dagger-The Fine Art of Original 
Sin CD Philadelphia’s favorite creatures of the night 
put out a full length that rocks pretty damn hard without 
falling back on the many cliches that hardcore bands fall 
back on nowadays. Hard, fast, driving and inventive. 
That last word is especially refreshing to type. (DS) 

Initial Records PO Box 17131 Louisville KY 4 ° 2 I 7 

Jimmy Eat World - s/t, CD EP Five songs for 
your listening pleasure on this short but sweet EP. I 
guess this is what the music industry calls the ‘CD5’. I 
really like all of the songs except for maybe the fourth 
one. That one I can do without. Nice use of piano and 
production manipulation in general. Certain elements 
are loosely reminiscent of The Secret Stars and The 
Man I Fell In Love With— definitely a good thing. These 
boys wear their hearts on their (CD) sleeves and sure do 
make some purty tunes. I can easily hear Jimmy Eat 
World in the background on Dawson’s Creek. Hey, I’m 
into it. (PK) 

Fueled By Ramen, PO Box 12563. Gainesville FL, 32604 

The Juliana Theory - Dawson High, CD 
Bleeeggh! This band fell out of the boring tree and hit 
every branch on the way down. Shitty emo to the nth 
degree. Very painful to listen to. (JK) 

Arise Records, PO box 45 > Shelbyville, KY 40066 

Juno - s/t, 7 ” This tittle slab of vinyl from Seattle’s 
Juno features two songs. "The Great Salt Lake" is a 
dreamy but chaotic tune, while "All Your Friends Are 
Comedians" comes off like a good Archers of Loaf song 
with a good strong hook. (BC) 

MagWheel Records P.O. Box 1 1 5, Stn R, Montreal. QC. 
H2S3K6 

Keystone Sinatra - Self titled, 7 ” Keystone 
Sinatra play dynamic music and their lyrics are charged 
with emotion. The whole idea is simple and to the point. 
The music starts up softly and then kicks in and gets a 
little louder. I can appreciate the effort, but the whole 
thing is too damn arty for me. (SY) 

The Diving Empire, FOGDARoDSV. 19, s 243 34 H00R 
SWEDEN 

Kill Holiday - Somewhere Between The 
Wrong Is Right, CD My, how times have changed! 

I openly slagged Kill Holiday’s first e.p. without remorse 
and never expected to look back. Time has changed us 
all and with newest incarnation of Kill Holiday, I also 
find myself a new person. Just as Elliott was Revelation’s 
"rock lobster" of 1998, I can see 1999 being the year of 


Kimusawea - Kurze abhandlung vom men- 
schen und seinem gluck, LP Kimusawea play 
dark, mean-sounding hardcore. The gruff shouting and 
evil feeling from this record, like a lot of European hard- 
core, makes me think it’s a lot closer to its punk rock 
roots than American hardcore. This band is from 
Belgium, and, thank god, they sing in their own lan- 
guage. The packaging of this is really cool— there’s even 
printing inside the record cover. (SM) 

Nabate, BP 92, 4000 Liege I, Belgium 

Kitty Craft - Beats and Breaks From the 
Flower Patch, CD Kitty Craft is the super-dance- 
able one-woman project by Pamela Valfer. Her sound 
has progressed dramatically since the self-titled EP on 
Soda Girl Records. Laidback hiphop beats with Ms. 
Valfer sweetly singing on top of the carefully collages 
songs. My fave tracks here are ’Alright’, ‘Half Court 
Press’, and ‘Caught High'. If you’re into bands like Land 
of the Loops, Sukpatch, or Primal Scream (pre-pseudo 
Stones era), then you’ll looove Kitty Craft. Blurring the 
lines between musical genres with the lady’s touch. (PK) 
Kindercore, PO Box 461. Athens GA, 30603 
http://www.fanaticpromotion.com 

Koyla — s/t, 7 ” It’s the vocals that keep me from 
really liking this. The songs aren’t sung, they’re narrated. 
It almost works well with the disjointed, sparse guitar- 
work and off-time drum beats ... but falls just short of 
hitting the mark. Still, the songs are interesting and 
played well. This definitely reminds me of Moss Icon, 
and fans of that great band should take note. In other 
places, this sounds a little like Karate. There’s potential 
here. (SM) 

One Week Record Co., IO Reed St., Cambridge, MA 
02140 

Kung Fu Monkeys/The Sticklers - split, 
7 ” The Sticklers clock in with a few sloppy punky poppy 
songs about girls and other fun stuff. The Kung Fu 
Monkeys have Hawaii on the brain on this record — 
which seems appropriate since The Sticklers are from 
there. It’s like a cross-Pacific dedication. Anyway, the 
Monkeys play melodic, wimpy surf rock with some 
garage tendencies. The record comes with a booklet 
Wet Noodle, PO Box 2357 ® 9 - Honolulu, HI 96823- 
3513 

Kung Fu Monkeys - Hi-fi at Low Tide, EP 
It’s the Beach Boys, reincarnated as teenagers who used 
to listen to Screeching Weasel. This is total surf rock, 
with lyrics about surfing and everything. How cute. The 
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music is charming and fun, especially “Kung Fu Monkeys 
are America’s Favorite Band.” (SM) 

Mutant Pop, 5010 NW Sbasta, Corvallis, OR 97330 

Lazycain - Five Days Eighty Hours, CD 
The first exposure to Lazycain was through the Emo 
Diaries CD Series. I ignored them then, but upon listen- 
ing to this album, I can say I am impressed. Borrowing 
from the late 80's DC sound and adding a little of 
Helmet STRAP IT ON era, Lazycain create an album that 
is both dynamic and catchy. Excellent production and 
the songs never lose drive which a great feat for a 45 
.minute long album! A nice change from all the other 
noisy stuff I listen to. (SY) 

Bigwheel Recreation, 325 Huntington Ave # 24 . Boston, 

MA 02115 

The Left Coast - s/t, 7 ” This band gets instant 
credit for their ultra-low cost record packaging: a tin-foil 
front cover, the back cover info pasted to the record 
sleeve, and only a color slide of a crazy man holding a 
Zip disk as decoration. They also get credit for their 
music. It’s a mess of distorted rock, with pounding and 
feedback aplenty, that manages to keep its structure, 
very much in spite of its own efforts to fall apart. (That 
description cryptic enough for ya?) It’s indie rock with 
garage rock attitude; Built to Spill meets Lync in a 
drunken stupor. It’s good stuff. (SM) 

208 Records, PO Box 534, Boise, ID 83701 

Lesion - Slabatory, CD Just when one comes to 
believe that "pop" has overthrown simply being "punk", 
a band like this comes along to prove you wrong. Three 
chord rhythmns, no vocal harmonies, songs about non- 
sense subject matter, you get the point. However, this is 
not to say that it is good. It is pretty elementary overall 
and not witty enough to have it as an overshadowing 
aspect. This is more proof that anyone can put out a CD 
these days. (BR) 

Lock Down Records, 338 E. 78th Street, New York , NY 
10021 

The Let’s Go’s - Green Green Grass of 
Rock *n’ Roll, 7” Sweden brings us a safe version 
of rock ‘n’ roll named The Let’s Go’s. Think Weezer but 
less comical, or perhaps any fifties rock ‘n’ roll outfit 
with a guitar player picked up form the local country bar. 
Jeez I don’t know, its so clean and safe that it feels 
almost uncomfortable. (EA) 

Grinda Records, Inc. PO Box 507 Southeastern, PA 
19399 

Lost Goat - Trapped on Earth, CD Super- 
heavy rocknroll grunge. A CD full of nice and sludgy 
tunes with from this 2/3 female San Francisco trio. 
Take a few ‘ludes and bang your head until you fall 
down. (MH) 

In Search Of PO Box 420374 San Francisco CA 94142 

Long Hind Legs-Feb. 4TH-14.TH 1998 CD 
LHL serve up more of their lo-fi neo-wave sound. This is 
the most new-wave of the stuff of theirs that I’ve heard, 
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sounding like snippets from the cutting room floor of an 
old John Hughes movie. (DS) 

Kill Rock Stars 120 NE State #418 Olympia WA 98501 

Lustre King/The Five Deadly Venoms - 
split, 7 ” Lustre King play a burly, brawny song, with 
drums pounding and guitars blaring and the only 
vocals being a smattering of distorted, angst-filled gut- 
tural sounds. It’s a disjointed venture, but it holds 
together. In comparison, The Five Deadly Venoms are 
bit more conventional, with vocals in the normal spots 
and a more typical song structure— but in no way is 
this a boring song. It allows some foot-tapping, but 
stays firmly in the hardcore genre, with vocals that 
aren’t at all smooth and guitars that sound mean. And 
I haven’t even mentioned yet that this is a picture 
disk — instant points for easily amused consumers like 
myself. (SM) 

Thick Records, 409 N. Wolcott Ave., Chicago, IL 60622 

Lycosa - Nostra, CD Woah! 12 minutes of non- 
stop raging power violence with brooding lyrics (actually, 
the lyrics are kinda silly, but what do you expect?). 
Anyway, this has got some seriously heavy guitars and 
torn-to-shred vocal stylings that should pacify all of you 
who need a little violence in your music. (MH) 

Silent Records c/o Will Smith PO Box 1862 Roanoke 
VA 24008 

The Make*Up-I Want Some CD Another 
month, another Make*Up disk. This CD finds the most 
prolific band in punk overstaying their welcome with a 
CD compiling all those singles that you couldn’t get 
enough of and then couldn’t remember why. The white 
boy soul continues to be sung, but is anyone really lis- 
tening anymore? (DS) 

K Records PO Box 7154 Olympia WA 98507 

Marmoset-Today it’s You CD Somewhat arty 
pop songs. Nothing to write home about though. (DS) 

Strictly Canadian 1703 North Maple Bloomington IN 
47404 

Masters of the Hemisphere - s/t, CD Really 
good indie pop/rock. Smooth vocals and melodic 
music make the Masters of the Hemisphere pleasing to 
the ear. (MD) 

Kindercore PO Box 461, Athens. GA 30603 

The Megameants - The Megameants, CD We 
have all heard the Megameants before. Fast, snotty sub- 
urban pop punk. Not bad, but nothing special or origi- 
nal. If you like this genre of punk you will probably like 
the Megameants. Not me though. (JK) 

Thick and Thin Records, PO box 2165, Columbia, SC 
29171 

Metroschifter/Shipping News-split CD I 
love a split when the bands really compliment each 
other. This split definitely does that. Metroschifter serves 
up two rockers and a good slow song that work really 
nicely with Shipping News three live rockers. It's nice to 



hear two bands that refuse to be easily categorized 
working together for the greater good. (DS) 

Initial Records PO Box 17131 Louisville KY 40217 

The Microphones— s/t CD Probably my favorite 
disc for this review cycle. Each track on this disk is an 
audio surprise— and a welcome one at that. Skipping 
effortlessly from dubbed-up synthfilled studio tracks to 
simple acoustic numbers accompanied by nothing but 
the sounds of passing cars, The Microphones cover a lot 
of distance and it all makes sense. These songs, as dif- 
ferent as they may appear all speak the same language 
and it’s one I understand implicitly. The Microphones: 
The Freshmaker! (DS) 

Elsinor Records PO Box 5463 Bellingham WA 98227 

Mollycuddle - it’s not you, IT’s me, CD 
Well if the band “Elements of” (also on this label) is like 
bad 80’s music, then this band is on the better side of 
the tracks. This is dreamy pop with a little rock to it. 
Sara sings most of the leads and she seems to have a 
good voice for this kind of music. A little more guitar 
would do so much for this band. I am still going to try 
and get a few bucks for it at the used record store no 
matter how many of those stupid "promo only!!” stick- 
ers they stick on it. (BC) 

Guilt Ridden Pop 2217 Nicollet Avenue South. 
Minneapolis, MN. 55404 

The Monsignors - Are You There God? 
It’s Us..., CD Your basic anthematic punk, but this 
time with a few horns and lots of energy. Okay: it’s be 
better if they left out the ska parts. (MD) 

Harmless Records 1437 W. Hood, Chicago, IL 60660 

Mr. Yuck - Warm Up, CD A speedy, melodic 
Christian pop-punk band. First on the thanks list is God 
and Jesus, first song is "Narrow Minds.” The vocals are 
smooth, the guitar is technical, the beats are quick, the 
band is broken up. (SM) 

Attack Records, 3122 Colony Crossing, Sugar Land, TX 
77479 

New Rob Robbies - Pure Whore, CD The 
New Rob Robbies play intelligent rock and roll with a 
poppy feel. This band kind of seems like the type of 
band that a bunch of old guys who work at a record 
store might form. This isn’t a bad thing , it just means 
that these guys seem like they have a good knowledge of 
music. Overall, this is a pretty good little record with 
some real catchy little songs, nothing life changing, but 
good. I’ve had “Leaving the Nest” stuck in my head for a 
few days now. (JK) 

Owned and Operated Recordings, PO box 36 Fort 
Collins, CO 80522 

No Means No - Dance of the Headless 
Bourgeoisie, CD Hey hey! Ho ho! It’s another 
record from No Means No! Sorry, it had to be done. 
Welp, the canucks who love sticks and pucks are at it 
again making snotty and sneering music for old and new 
fans alike. This plays like one mean punk rock opera, no 


foolin’. And the sweet metal ballad ‘One Fine Day’ nice- 
ly wraps up the whole extravaganza. Combining humour 
with politics, these guys continually define their own 
brand of rock and serve it up like no other. (PK) 
Alternative Tentacles, PO Box 419092, San Francisco 
CA, 94141-9092 

http://www.alternativetentacles.com 

No Sense at All/ Lickity - split, 7 ” This split 
7 inch has some damn fine rock and roll on it. Up first 
we have the garage punk band “No Sense At All,” a 
band that would make late great shit master G.G. Allin 
prroud. And rounding out the order we have "Lickity 
Split, “ that has very catchy guitar parts over this drive 
around town and smash some mailboxes up kind of 
punk. All on this cool clear vinyl too! (BC) 

Dirty Leon’s Big Ride records P.O. Box 5211 Conover, 
N.C. 28613 

Operation: Cliff Clavin - Paradise Lost, 
CD Political pop-punk. Speedy songs, melodic vocals, 
lost of stops and starts ... you know, pop punk. The CD 
booklet doesn’t have lyrics, just explanations of the 
songs — which is cool cuz the lyrics are pretty easy to 
understand. Even has a brief guide to putting out CDs 
and records. And mine came with a sticker and a patch 
too. But the coolest part is the John Cougar Mellancamp 
cover. (SM) 

Plan-It-X Records, 5810 W. Willis Rd., Georgetown, IN 
47I22-9II7 

Pep Squad -Yreka Bakery, CD Your basic indie 
rock type endeavor. A few Cure tinges here and there. 
All in all, pretty good, not great, not horrid. (MD) 

Tooth & Nail, PO Box 12698, Seattle, WA 981 1 1-4698 

The Pines of Rome - A Catholic Western, 
CD I think ’western’ is the operative word in the title of 
this here CD. Country rock is the only decent term I can 
think of to apply to this music. Loose and roaming, yet 
totally on cue. Think of bands like Sackville, Codeine, 
Ida, Palace, etc. Pretty, pretty music that will make you 
cry into your beer. Not even beer — harrrd licka baby. 
From tumbleweed to the bar band, bucking broncos to 
lonesome cowkids, The Pines of Rome are here to weave 
their musical tales of woe for us all. Careful tho' 
Jimmy— it’s enough to make you cut yer heart right out 
and feed it to the wolves. (PK) 

Plays-Rite, PO Box 534 > Providence RI, 02840 

Planes Mistaken For Stars - s/t, CD 
Enjoyable indie-rock with a Mid-western feel (think 
Seam and the like). Quiet parts mix with a healthy 
dose of noise and scream-singing. Not bad, not bad 
at all. (MH) 

Cared 5007 Linda Curve Peoria IL 61607 

Poison The Well - Distance Only Makes 
The Heart Grow Fonder, CD Before I begin, I 
must vent that I am beyond bored of seeing satanic or 
"blasphemous” artwork on each and every hardcore 
record that comes out these days. As far as the music 
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Primate 5 / Starball 


goes, This is pretty much what I would expect from 
Good Life Records. Metallic hardcore with some melodic 
breakdowns and screamed vocals, kind of a weird mesh 
of Grade and maybe Morning Again. Everything seems 
so processed and predictable and I don't know what to 
say without doing the same. Suffice to say, Poison The 
Well piays hardcore and plays it well but doesn’t push 
the boundaries enough to make it memorable. (BR) 

Good Life Records, see Birthright 

Primate 5 - The Smash Hits of, 7” The Primate 
5 have a surf sensibility that sticks out in the late 
nineties that was real prevalent around 5 years ago. I 
am glad that there are only a handful of bands doing 
this, and the Primate 5 are good. Four song single 
including a ripping cover of “Make You Mine" that 
almost rivals the Devil Dogs. Gotta love this single. (EA) 
Big Neck Records PO Box 8144 Reston, VA 20195 

The Queers - Punk Rock Confidential, 
CD The Queers are back with their famous yummy 
punk rock sound. This is basic stuff that sounds so 
damn good. Who cares that Joe Queer is now 56 
years old. The man can still write a happy and catchy 
song that make us still feel good to be a scene full of 
losers. With hits like "Rancid Motherfucker" and "Mrs. 
Brown, You’ve got an Ugly Daughter," you just can’t 
go wrong. Three chord sing-a-long punk at its best. 
Mr. Weasel wrote a couple songs and they even cover 
"Like a Parasite." This is a good solid release, so get it 
you little punk. (BC) 

Hopeless Records P.O. Box 7495 ^ an Nuys, CA. 91409- 
7495 

Quincy Punx - Nutso Smashed, CD Everything 
you'd expect from a band with "Punx” in its name is 
delivered by the Quincies. Yelling about beer, screaming 
about ugiy Americans, covers of old-school punk bands, 
a picture of the band wrecking things on the cover ... it’s 
all here, with the distorted guitars and pounding drums 
and all that. It’s traditional punk rock and the Quincy 
Punx do it pretty well. Note for computer geeks: This is 
also a CD ROM, with videos and a comic book and song 
lyrics and other fun stuff. (SM) 

Recess Records, PO Box 1112 . Torrance. CA 90505 

Ragman-Niagra Falsetto CD This band has 
such a nicely written, designed and bound PRESS PACK 
that really wanted to like this bluesy, metally, grungy CD. 
But instead, it sent me running for the bathroom covering 
my mouth. Who still sings with that fake nasal voice like 
all the 80s metal bands did? Ragman does. Next. (DS) 
PO Box 9424 Newark DE 19714-9424 

Reveal - Through the Eye of Perfection 
Evolution Dies Slowly, CD Political metal/punk 
that reminds me a lot of Helmet in it’s time changes and 
chunkiness. Raw vocals, pounding drums, and a nice 
heavy groove mix with intelligent lyrics to make this 
totally worthwhile. (MH) 

Good Life PjO Box 114 8500 Kortrijk Belgium 


Rhythm Activism-Jesus Was Gay CD Isn’t the 
strangest thing in the world when you pick up a CD of a 
band you’ve never heard of and discover that they have 
36 records released world-wide — this is their 15th full- 
length — and have been around since 1985? I mean, 
have I been living under a rock or down a very very deep 
well for the last 14 years or is Rhythm Activism just 
keeping really quiet? This is one of the strangest records 
I’ve received in a long time. It’s like listening to a talent 
show, each track veering wildly from each other — just a 
few of the styles represented here include: straight-up 
hoedown music, rockabilly stuff, rhumba music and a 
ponderous, slow post-rock number. File under totally 
fucking bizarre. (DS) 

G-7 Welcoming committee Box 3 “ 9°5 Corydon Ave. 
Winnipeg Manitoba R3M-3S3 Canada 

The Runarounds - The Plague of..., 7” A 
surprise record comes from North Carolina courtesy of 
the Runarounds. This is rock and roll with some punk 
thrown in. Once again having male and female vocals 
makes this band stick out of the norm. Showcase 
Showdown fans should take note of this. Very 
Midwest punk in my opinion. Four songs about angst 
and love. (EA) 

No Budget Records 105 Idol Dr. High Point. NC 
27262 

Sewer Trout - Final Money Grubbing 
Fiasco, CD A Sewer Trout retrospective? You don’t 
know how quick I was to ending the review right there. 
Oh well, I don’t feel right to do it. I remember hearing 
Sewer Trout on Songs About Drinking EP and then later 
on the Thing that Ate Floyd comp and then finally their 
10” and a Very Small comp. All these records still 
reside in my collection ten years or less later and that 
stands for something. Sewer Trout and the greatest or 
most clever, but they hold up with good lyrics and 
beats that still feel and sound fresh to this day. I think 
that there will be some happy punks with 30 tracks of 
ST. It includes a bunch of demo stuff and cassette 
releases as well. (EA) 

$7 ppd. Sactoe Punk .Archives 1 1 1 4 2 1 st St. Sactoe CA. 

95814 

Sister Mary Rotten Crotch - Hell Hath 
No Fury, EP Sister Mary Rotten Crotch win two 
awards: stupidest name and stupidest lyrics. A sample: 
“Wanna guess where I’ve been? Come on, smell my fin- 
ger." This EP is a live show, and although the recording 
is pretty good, that barely helps. The music is trashy old 
style punk rock with little melody. It’s unfortunate they 
spent so much putting this out. (SM) 

American Upstart Records. PO Box IOOO5. Kansas City 
MO 64171 

SKYCAME FALLING - ...TO FOREVER EMBRACE 
the SUN, CD Hardcore with goth lyrics and a metal 
edge. Heavy chunka-chunka guitars, torn-throat vocals 
(though he occasionally sings as well), and a nice lack of 


extended leads make this better than a lot in the genre. I 
could do without the instrumental ballad, though. (MH) 
Good Life PO Box 114 8500 Kortrijk Belgium 

Sleater-Kinney-The Hot Rock CD I’ve 
heard a lot of grumbling from people that this isn’t as 
good as Dig Me Out. And you know what? They're all 
wrong. While this may not be as huge a leap songwrit- 
ing-wise as Dig Me Out was from its predecessor, Call 
The Doctor, it introduces us to a much more mature and 
confident Sleater- Kinney. This is a band that no longer 
has to prove anything. They’ve become bulletproof in the 
press and achieved icon-status among most of their 
fans. Instead of trying to bat another out of the park, 
they decide instead to focus on strengthening their song- 
writing — and come damn close to smacking one over the 
fence anyway. This album picks up where Call The 
Doctor left off and amplifies all the strengths of that 
album. The dual vocals? It's in there. The competing gui- 
tar lines? It's in there. The syncopated drumming holding 
it all together? It’s in there. Especially impressive is 
Corin and Carrie’s increasing talent as lyricists. Some of 
the lyrics on this album are truly, truly moving. The Hot 
Rock indeed! (DS) 

Kill Rock Stars 120 NE State *418 Olympia WA 98501 

Slingshot Episode - Dead Air to Deal Ear, 
EP A slightly more hardcore Tilt, or maybe a less poppy 
Discount. This female-fronted band plays straight for- 
ward power pop, with some interesting backup vocals 
(lead and backups both done by the female singer). Not 
bad, but nothing spectacular. (SM) 

What Else? Records. PO Box 34H, Dayton, OH 454OI 

Sliver - beneath the waves, CD With Sliver we 
have even more dreamy pop from Minnesota's Guilt 
Ridden Pop label. The female vocalist reminds me of 
Berlin’s Terri Nun at times. But this is Punk Planet, so I 
want to rock just a little more than this. Maybe when I am 
older and in my 30’s or 90's, I will dig this light stuff. But 
for now, no thanks. As I see it the label owes me about an 
hour and a half of my life back, or I am telling your Gov., 
Jesse "The Body,” to go and kick your ass. (BC) 

Guilt Ridden Poop! 2217 Nicollet avenue South. 
Minneapolis. MN. 554°4 

Spy Versus Spy-s/t CD Dual-vocaled game of emo fol- 
low the leader. You know the score by now. Scream like you 
want polyps to grow on your vocal chords while the music 
gets loud and then soft behind you. Rinse. Repeat. (DS) 
Subjugation PO Box 1 9 1 Darlington DL3 3^n United 
Kingdom 

Starball - Still Abound, 7 ” Starball is a female 
fronted hard pop band that covers much ground on 
these two songs. The title track "Still Around" powers its 
way to you, while the lighter “Try On" catches your 
attention in a different way. The great Chuck Uchida 
recorded both songs and I would be interested to hearing 
a full length from this band. (BC) 

Thick Records 409 N. Wolcott, Chicago, IL. 60622 
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The Starlite Desperation / The Warren Commission 


The Starlite Desperation - Show You 
What A Baby Won’t, CD I am the wrong person to 
review this. I look for a band to push me in one of many 
directions. I want to be amazed, blown away and 
brought to tears. This CD brings me to tears. ...but not in 
the way I had hoped. This is so bad, it hurts. Absolutely 
annoying and pretentious rock and roll that, like I said, 
brings me to tears. (BR) 

Gold Standard Laboratories, P.O. Box 11794, Berkeley, 
CA 94712 

Stool Sample - 4 Life, 7 ” From the Mentors 
school of punk, Stool Sample play heavy, but somewhat 
generic punk rock. Their lyrics are all about fucking, 
taking shits, etc. If they added the word 'Stupid’ to the 
title of this 7", that would pretty much give you all you 
need to know. (MH) 

Defecation Nation Records 4290 Bells Ferry Rd # Io6- 
82 Kennesaw GA 30144 

Subpoena the Past - This Year’s Eclipse, CD 
You know, the name of this magazine is PUNK Planet, not 
CRAPPY INDUSTRIAL BULLSHIT Planet. So you gotta 
wonder why these people send in this stuff. Silly drum 
machines, spacey keyboards and ridiculous and obscure 
vocals are the recipe for this CD’s bad review. (And I did- 
n’t even mention the stupid band name.) (SM) 

PO Box II794, Berkeley, CA 94712 

Super Golden Original Movement-s/t CD 
Slowdime continues to put out challening stuff— bravo! 
SGOM likes to jam, sometimes very, very loud other 
times very, very soft. Sometimes they like to do a little of 
both. However they serve it up, SGOM rocks the party 
with instrumental songs that are well played, and at 
times powerful, catchy, sad and booty-shaking. Is it 
punk? Is it jazz? Is it Prog Rock? Why knows. Who 
cares? Who needs a band when the beat just goes? (DS) 
Slowdime Records PO Box 414 Arlington VA 22210 

Superman Curl - Soundcheck, CD Poppy rock 
'n' roll that is easy to listen to. Superman Curl would 
probably be more interesting during a live show, but 
worth checking out nevertheless. (MD) 

AMP Records, 92 Kenilworth Ave, So. Hamilton 
Ontario, Canada L8K 2S9 

Supersleuth - The Hate Divides, 7 ” I have 
seen Supersleuth a handful of times in the past year. 
Those few times, I cannot say that I was into what they 
are doing. As a first experience with a recording, I wasn't 
sure what to expect. If my memory serves, I remember 
them being much more pop punk in the past. These four 
songs are more akin to modern “old style’’ straightedge 
hardcore like Ensign. Unfortunately, the energy that the 
bands of old transferred to vinyl just cannot be touched 
and as for the newer bands, it is going to take a band like 



Undertow or No Reason to turn my head. The Chain 
Of Strength cover was a nice addition but again, you 
can’t get the same intensity unless you hear the 
original. (BR) 

Underestimated P.O. Box 13274, Chicago, IL 60673 

The Tank - There is no "I” in Band, CD 
So the big bad Dr. Strange Records pop-punk making 
machine is back. And the first slab of rock that he has 
prescribed for us is the Tank. This band sounds a lot 
like Gameface as they have loads of feel good riffs and 
vocal about girls and relationships. They get a little 
harder on tracks like “Mess” and "Tongue Tied," but 
for the most part they simply keep hitting you with 
that upbeat pop-punk that has made the Doc famous 
world-wide. (BC) 

Dr. Strange Records P.O. Box 7000-117 Alta Loma, CA. 
9I70I 

Timebomb - The Full Wrath Of The Slave, 
CD Most hardcore these days sounds like metal, every- 
one knows this. At first, it seemed interesting and even 
fresh and new, but years of rearranging Slayer songs has 
gotten really old. As with most European hardcore these 
days, Timebomb plays their own exclusive brand of 
metal, sounding a lot like Coroner. The standout is the 
vocals, they are extremely deep and unrelenting and it 
served to prevent me from wanting to further indulge in 
this release. (BR) 

Crimethinc., 2695 Rangewood DR., Atlanta, GA 30345 

Tricky Dick— s/t CD Fast driving pop punk circa 
94 or 95 or so (back when it started really picking up 
speed). Tricky Dick is certainly not charting any territory 
that hasn’t been well traveled before, but they do it as 
well as most. (DS) 

Quincy Shanks PO Box 3035 Saint Charles IL 60174 

The Twits - s/t, CD One could say that I instantly 
underestimated this release. I took a glance at the lay- 
out, band name, song titles, etc. and assumed the 
worst. As I listened further, I was hearing well played, 
fast skate punk with excellent vocals. Lyrically, the songs 
have a slight political bent, some of which bear views I 
do not fully agree with but at least people are thinking, 
which can never be contested. Every once in awhile, 
something simplistic can be fun and worth the time. 
This was one of those instances. (BR) 

Dirty Records, P.O. Box 6869, Glendale, AZ 85312- 
6869 

The Ultimate Warriors - Nazo Wrestle 
Violence, 7 ” There are too many of these bands, 
grindcore done the Spazz-Stikky style. Goofy, fast and 
probably funny lyrics if you could hear more than half of 
them (they did include the lyrics, like punks know how 
to read!). Nineteen (yes 19) songs. Reading the titles 
alone made me laugh. The single itself just made me 
think of the Bleaurghhhhh comps. Songs like: "I'm not 
Hardcore Enough to Like Star Wars", "Do we Need More 
Punk Compilations?” and "Don’t Yell Names of any 


Stupid Ass Metal Bands in Between Our Songs.” You get 
the picture. (EA) 

$3.50 Double Decker Records 803 Saint John Street, 
Allentown PA 18103 

The UnHoly Three-My City Was Gone CD 
Remember when music used to rock? The UnHoly Three 
does. Serving up fast, raw punk anthems with lyrics of 
more depth than their three-chord accompaniment 
would leave you to believe. (DS) 

Donut Friends/Teenage Sex Vixens from Outer Space 

Union 13 - Why Are We Destroying 
Ourselves?, CD Epitaph must be getting desperate. 
This band is a speedy thrash kind of deal, with shouted 
lyrics and one tempo — fast. The music is tight and com- 
petent and all that, but there's nothing special here, 
even with the melodic sing-a-long choruses. (SM) 
Epitaph, 2798 Sunset Blvd., Los Angeles, CA 90026 

Wally - Freud, CD Finally some punk rock to 
review. This is some great shit. From the Slayer sound to 
Poison Idea feel, this is a powerhouse of a band. This is 
hardcore for the insane and sexually messed up popula- 
tion of the world. Great black and white cover artwork of 
a demon eating a sexy girl. Some things you just never 
get tired of. This has all of the failed 7-inch attempts as 
well as two other music endeavors. I really liked The 
Money Shot" part of the c.d. I realize none orders things 
because of a stupid review, but please get this and keep 
fun punk alive. (BC) 

Ghetto Cat Records Box 30909 Philadelphia, PA 19104 

The Warren Commission - What the Rain 
Doesn’t Know, CD This band has a bit of a multi- 
ple personality disorder ... they have elements of ska, 
indie rock, hardcore and a pop. When the ska elements 
are gone, this is pretty good, with female vocals reminis- 
cent of Jejune and melodic guitars. Other times, the 
music is wimpy and goofy, lacking punch or any clear 
direction. A mixed bag. (SM) 

Unity Power c/o Dan Horlitz, 76 Winthrop Rd., 

Windsor, CT 06095 


REVIEW RECORDS 
FOR PUNK PLANET 

WE’RE LOOKING TO BRING ON A FEW 
MORE REVIEWERS HERE AT PUNK PLANET. 
WE WANT PEOPLE THAT ARE GOOD AT 
WRITING THEIR OPINION, ARE OPEN 
MINDED TO NEW THINGS AND WHOSE 
KNOWLEGE OF PUNK & OTHER RELATED 
MUSIC IS ENCYCLOPEDIC. IF YOU THINK 
THAT’S YOU, GET IN TOUCH AT: 

REVIEWS@PUNKPLANET.COM 
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The World is My Fuse / v/a Vibrations from the Edge of Sanity 


The World is My Fuse - s/t, 7” TWIMF play 
buoyant rock songs on this attractively packaged record, 
combining mid-tempo melodies with powerful guitars 
and strong vocals. Reminds me of a less-rough Hot 
Water Music, or a less polished Hankshaw. Good post- 
hardcore tunes here. (SM) 

Espo Records, PO Box 63. Allston, MA 02134 

The Young Adults - s/t, CD Well-done jangly 
guitar rock, with one experimental (noise-synth-ballad) 
track. Nothing terribly exciting about this, but good for 
me when I’m in a non-punk mood. (MH) 

Precious Records PO box 4961 Albuquerque NM 
87196 

V/A - Back to Donut— a No Idea compila- 
tion, CD You gotta love a comp CD with a ton of 
good bands that's only $3 ppd. worldwide. Standout 
bands include the Mercury Program, with their Hoover- 
inspired math rock; Jud Jud, the only a capella hard- 
core outfit; Anthem 88, belting out the old school 
sounds; Twelve Hour Turn, with their brooding hard- 
core; and Strikeforce Diablo, who plain go off. Other 
bands, many just as noteworthy: Anklebiter, Bomf!, 
Clairmel, Combatwoundedveteran, Elmer, Fay Wray, 
Grade, Hankshaw, Hot Water Music, I Hate Myself, 
Left for Dead, Less than Jake, Lexingtons, Moonraker, 
One Eye Open, Panthro UK United 13, Pung, Radon, 
Retard Beaters, Reversal of Man, Rumbleseat, 
Schlong, Small Brown Bike, Spoke, Swarm, Tomorrow 
and the Usuals. (SM) 

No Idea Records, PO Box 14636, Gainesville, FL 32604 

V/A - Back to Donut, CD This is a sampler 
and costs a mere $3 ppd. I think any No Idea fan 
has most of these bands already: Clairimel, Elmer, 
Hot Water Music, Less' Than Jake, plus twenty nine 
more. This is the Florida based label that has been 
giving great prices and catalogs for quite a few years 
to the pop kids of today and yesteryear. A great 
sampler to start if you aren’t into this scene and have 
interest. (EA) 

No Idea PO Box 14636 Gainseville, FL 32604 

V/A - Back to Rockaway Beach Vol. 2, CD 
The twenty eight tracks on this disc are mostly cock- 
rock attitude rock ‘n’ roll tracks that span across the 


globe. It is amazing at the number of bands that can 
sound the same from all over the world. Mostly bands 
that no one has heard of. If you into the high powered 
rock ala Hookers and Candysnatchers then you might 
want this. (EA) 

AMP Records 92 Kenilworth Ave. S. Hamilton Ontario, 
Canada L8K 2S9 

V/A - Forward Til’ Death, CD This CD includes 
samples from every 1998 Lookout! release, including 
7”’s, as well as unreleased tracks from the Donnas, 
MTX, Squirtgun, Pansy Division, The Criminals (live), 
and Dr. Frank. I don’t need to tell you how this 23 track 
CD sounds: you know if you will dig it. (MD) 

Lookout! 

V/A - Matriarchs of the Midwest, CD A col- 
lection of 11 Midwestern bands with female members. 
This comp is very DIY, and pretty lo-fi. Bands on here 
range from alternative pop to hardcore punk. There is 
nothing here that blows me away, but it’s always nice to 
hear unknown bands from a particular region. (MH) 
Elegant Discourse PO Box 15054 St. Louis MO 63110 

v/a-The Moment of Truth: The Emo 
Diaries chapter three Thank god there have 
been three whole "Emo Diaries" compilations. This 
comp proves my theory that Third-Gen emo has become 
nothing more than a bad impression of AOR radio bands 
from the !ate-70s and early-80s (think Journey, Asia, 
Toto etc...). Crappy guitar parts, fake "emotion." This 
sound has become so cliched in such an incredibly short 
amount of time. It's time to take the ol’ emo horse 
behind the barn kids. (DS) 

Deep Elm PO Box 1965 New York NY IO156 

V/A - No Band Photo, Vol. i” double 7” 
Featuring the Fratelli’s, Spodie, The Proms, and Ruth’s 
Hat, this double EP showcases these young punk tal- 
ents at some of their finest points. If you are into the 
(non-Southern California) pop punk, and hold a place 
for the Ramones in your heart, you will definitely dig 
this. (MD) 

Mutant Pop Records 5010 NW Shasta, Corvallis, OR 

97330 

V/A - No Need For Wiseguys, 7” Featuring The 
Griswolds, Chester, and Fett. One again, traditional 


punk, energetic and snotty. Worth buying today. (MD) 

Spanking Herman Records, PO Box 2927, Brighton, 
Sussex BNI 35H 

V/A - Reconstruction 1997 Hardcore 
Compilation, CD A 70-plus minute collection of 
26 French bands. Most of the cuts on this are punk and 
hardcore. Noisy, fast, heavy guitars, screaming lyrics, 
etc. In other words, it’s great! Nice packaging too, and 
a steal for 10 bucks postpaid. (MH) 

BOISLEVE (France) BP 7523 35075 Rennes Cedex 3 

- V/A - Shorebreak/Hopeful Demos, CD 
Chugga-chugga straight-edge hardcore with throaty, 
screamed vocals and all the thudding, pounding and 
stomping you could want in a two-band split CD. The 
music isn’t bad, the lyrics are kinda funny (neither band 
is a native English speaker), the packaging is attractive. 
What else can I say? (SM) 

Bcore disc, Apt. Co. 35221 08080 Barcelona 

V/A - Taking a Chance on Chances, CD 
This is a diverse trams-Atlantic split compilation 
between Troubleman Records, from New Jersey, and 
Slampt Underground Organisation, from England. 
Bands range from hardcore to punk stuff, but they’re 
all playing pretty original stuff. Very little following of 
formulas, and that’s the point— this comp was made 
for people who are getting bored with the punk scene 
and want to explore some new bands doing their own 
things. The bands: Red Monkey, Atom and His 
Package, Small Black Pig, Monorchid, Bilge Pump, 
Assembly Line People Program, Missy X, Russia, Bette 
Davis and the Balconettes, Old Hearts Club, Peechees, 
Sally Skull, Young Pioneers, Milky Wimpshake, 
Computer Cougar, Tunic, Replicants, Whitchknot, Full 
Boney, International Strike Force. (SM) 

Troubleman Unlimited, 16 Willow St., Bayonne, NJ 07002. 

V/A - Vibrations From The Edge Of 
Sanity, 7” This compilation contains four bands, all of 
which I was unfamiliar with until recently, namely 
Gravel, Hofman, Kaito and Twinkie-Vs.-Alex. Their songs 
span the spectrum from alternative to techno and not 
one track did anything for me. (BR) 

Vibrations Singles, Il8 Gunthorpe Road, Peterborough, 

PE4 7TS 


GET YOUR RECORD REVIEWED IN PUNK PLANET 

send in a copy to: Punk Planet Reviews PO Box 6014 
East Lansing, MI 48826 

NOTE: THIS IS THE ONLY PUNK PLANET ADDRESS THAT ACCEPTS REVIEWS. If YOUR RECORD SHOWS UP AT ANOTHER ADDRESS (SAY OUR 

Chicago office), they will just sit around in a pile not getting reviewed until they show up at the reviews address. 

WE DO NOT ACCEPT MAJOR LABEL RELEASES. FUCK YOU 
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New Record: 
"Pray For Mojo’ 


Out March 16th 

HR638-lp/cd/cs 


Li.j i [rr--.LL..i: n ffir-L.j r mnr tmmt -1111 otiDC:iirnn artflfl 

New record from these Ska-Punk guru’s out of Grand Rapids. Ml. On tour all over the US March- June. 1999. 
also available: Evildoers Beware-HR620-lp/cd/cs go to www.hopelessrecords.com for tour updates 
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“BACK ON THE STREETS” ***■ ^ confidential- 

HH637 lp/cd/cs 

HR635-LP/CD/CS ^ 
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Sobstory# 1/Kumquat#6 

split issue out now. 
available for $2°° ppd 
po box 1 38273 
Chicago, il. 6061 3 

"This zine has compel- 
ling and nostalgic travel 
stories, urban adventures, 
and musings." -mrr 


BURNING 

AIRLINES 

MISSION: 

nomoo 

DEBUT FULL-LENGTH 
CD OUT NOW 

JAWBOX 

MY SCRAPBOOK OF 
FATAL ACCIDENTS 
retrospective CD 

featuring rare, live 
& unreleased tracks 

desoto. pobox 60335 
Washington dc. 20039 
www.his.com/~desoto 
desotorec@aol.com 
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r ALSO OUT \ 

FEB. 15 

LESI 

SAVYg 
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ROADS TO 

SPACE 

TRAVEL 

^ NEW 7" SINGLE ^ 
COMING APRIL '99: 

JUNO 

FULL-LENGTH CD 

CD-$12 
7 "-$3.50 


&kort an 



m. i.j. 
Four Song CD 
The follow up to their much acclaimed 7”. 

Pop and power 
$5 ppd. 



luck oft aleia 
Six Song CD/10” 

Putting the right amounts of intensity and melody 
in the right places. 

$6 ppd. 


Send a stamp for a catalog. 
Distributed by Lumberjack 

Caulfield Records 

pob 84323 lincoln ne 68501 
http ://www. acto n . co m/cau if ield 


Still: 

Traluma “Seven Days Awake” LP/CD 
Ethel Meserve “Tamsen” 7” 

Eric the Red “Life After Tuesday” 7” 
Christie Front Drive “Stereo” LP/CD 
Opium Taylor“Fade Machine...” LP/CD 





OAHU, HI 
Vans Triple Crown 
of Surfing 
November r 99 
Presented by Vans 


psphotoe@aol.com 
www.allgirlskateiam.com 
( 714 ) 525-0925 


Benefiting Research 
for Mental Illness 




co-sponsored by Aeromexico 
1 (800) 237-6639 


HI ASfj 
* 11 MlllTHs 

fi/BIS 


Jen ruts years 


NEWPORT,RI 
Skater's Island 
May 9th Mothers's day 


ORANGE, CA 
Vans Skatepark 
Weekend of ASR Show 
September '99 
Presented by Vans 



INITI ALRECORDS music made right 


ATHAN GRAY, NORTH EAST HIGH SCHOOL GRADUATE, 
\THER, REVOLUTIONIST, MUSIC LOVER, NEWARK, DE 


Other Fantastic Selections 



The Jazz June Breakdance Suburbia 2 Song 7” $4.00 
Ink & Dagger/Le Shok Split 7” $4.00 
Ink & Dagger Fine Art of Original Sin 8 Song CD $9.00/LP $8.00 
The Enkindels Buzzclip 2000 10 Song CD $9.00/LP $8.00 
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Last issue was the first time I ever flaked 
on a column. I was so swamped with getting 
ready for this massive East Coast tour with my 
film Mary Jane’s Not a Virgin Anymore that I 
just couldn’t find the time. But when I went 
out and met so many people who actually read 
this column, I was so embarrassed! So, now 
I’m in Los Angeles with one last film show and 
then my yearlong film tour is done. I’m 
relieved but also kind of sad. What a year! One 
thing about touring as opposed to going to fes- 
tivals is that I don’t get to see as many films. So 
what follows is sort of a scene report from my 
East Coast tour, some of the amazing people 
who helped me out and what they are up to. 

Let’s start with ABC No Rio, who let me 
show my first short film I Was a Teenage Serial 
Killer on Crappy Movie Night. When I saw 
what this place was doing, I was totally inspired. 
I haven’t seen anything like it since I was on 
tour in Europe and those people get govern- 
ment funding! ABC No Rio is a punk rock 
space in NYC’s Lower East Side that is basically 
a dream community center for artists. They 
have a print shop that is open to anyone for 
silk screening and is used by groups like 
Recycle-a-Bike, Steal this Radio and the Lower 
East Side Community Labor Coalition, but it’s 
also open to individual artists. There’s a 
2,500+ 'zine library that also serves as a meet- 
ing space (NYC Anti- Racist Action meets 
there). They are putting together a darkroom 
and a computer center, all the equipment is 
there, they just needed to get it set up so it’s 
not just a wish list thing. They put on music 
shows, film shows and art shows constantly. 
Food Not Bombs uses their kitchen. I was so 
impressed with how active the place is. It’s such 
a model of what a community can do. Two new 
programs they’ve set up are a beginning pho- 
tography class for neighborhood teens and a 


series of Super-8 workshops. The reason I’m" 
writing about this place in my film column is 
because they need help. Here’s a blurb from 
their capital fund proposal: 

’’Less than two years ago, ABC No Rio 
was facing eviction. Today we have the 
opportunity to acquire our building at 156 
Rivington Street and expand the scale and 
scope of our programs and facilities. We are 
now one year into a 3 year Capital 
Campaign. We have raised over $40,000, 
predominantly from the artists, activists, 
performers and patrons closest to our work. 
Now we’re broadening and expanding our 
fundraising efforts. $180,000 is needed. 
Victories for embattled grass-roots organiza- 
tions are rare. This is an opportunity to 
share in our success.” 

With corporate culture erasing any public 
support for the arts, it’s more important than 
ever that places like ABC No Rio exist. For 
more info contact Steven Englander, ABC No 
Rio, 156 Rivington Street, NY, NY 10002, 
(212) 254-3697 or directly at (212) 677- 
5281. Their web address is www.abcnorio.org. 

While we re on the topic of cool art 
spaces, let’s talk about Brooklyn-based 
Dumba. I didn’t actually get a chance to go 
there but one of the workers there, Scott, 
helped me put up fliers for our NY show and 
was telling me about all the cool music, art and 
film shows that go on there. I would have been 
whooping it up at Brooklyn Babylon Cinema if 
it weren’t the same date as the opening of Mary 
Jane’s Not a Virgin Anymorel Here’s some 
info about their film series: 

”An anonymous band of renegades is 
pleased to announce the debut of Brooklyn 
Baylon Cinema, a monthly screening of film 
and video. Brooklyn because that’s where we 
are. Babylon because it connotes the type of 


moving-image media we present: the pro- 
fane, the filthy, the rejected. But this also 
includes the visionary, the naive and the art- 
ful. Babylon because of Kenneth Anger’s 
indelible linking of the word to the sordid 
side of Hollywood, which is the only side 
we’d want to see. Babylon because we can go 
from Michael Snow or Guy DeBord to 
Forbidden Zone to Prelinger Archives type 
shows to Vaginal Davis videos. We prefer 
queer work, experimental work, 
political/progressive docs, and/or works 
about alternative music. We also have con- 
certs; it’s all ages and usually $5 I think. 
Visiting makers will get home cooked meals, 
can crash there.” 

Submit! Formats accepted: Super-8, 
Regular 8, 16mm, VHS and 3/4 video, film- 
strips, slide shows, performance incorporat- 
ing film or video, or any combination of the 
above. Submit VHS preview tapes with pro- 
posal, statement, description to: PO Box 
20900 Tomkins Stn. NY NY IOOO9” For 
more info: Brooklyn Babylon Cinema, 
Dumba, 57 Jay St., Brooklyn NY 11201, F 
subway to York St., 212-726-2686 info line 

I met Scott Dumba through this cool 
chick, Anne, who does a 'zine called Aunt 
Franne that’s pretty awesome (send $2 to 
P.O. Box 523, Stratford, NJ 08084)- She 
helped spread the word about our screen- 
ing in Philly and helped put up fliers. She 
also hooked me up with Stephen Kent 
Jusick of the Mix Festival and NY filmmak- 
er Tony Arena. They were amazing 
resources— totally helpful. 

The MIX Festival is an experimental 
queer film festival that takes place in New York 
City every year. I am always impressed with the 
punk film line up they have going on, with 
people like G. B. Jones ( The Yo Yo Gang) and 
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Greta Snider ( Portland , Our Gay Brothers) . 
Stephen Kent Jusick, a. filmmaker in his own 
right, curates these shows. He’s involved with 
lots of experimental shows year round as well. I 
asked him for some info about what he does. 

He flaked on me, but he does have a web site at 

http://www.geocities.com/SoHo/Lofts/l847* 

so check it out. 

Tony Arena and his lovely man Ron are 
also big in the scene. Tony made a rockin’ 
animated XXX queer film called Green 
Pubes. I have to say, this video is 25 minutes 
and if the editing was a little tighter it could 
have been cut in half, as it takes forever to get 
from one shot to the next. But, the content 
is awesome. The animation contains intricate 
drawings on some clear plastic surface so that 
the "characters” can move around over a 
background just by pulling on the plastic off- 
screen. It’s more like paper dolls than frame 
by frame animation. 

The story starts off in this punk club, 
complete with tons of band names graffiti-ed 
on the walls in the background. Two guys are 
scoping out this other green haired dude who 
is so cute that I’d fuck him if he wasn’t a car- 
toon. This leads to bickering and flirting and 
slam dancing and fucking and more fucking 
(all guy fucking but I still thought it was hot). 
The film is super punk, complete with tiny 
recreations of band posters on the bedroom 
walls. The story is funny and the drawings are 
so detailed and artistic, it was easy to 
immerse myself into the story. If you want 
your own copy send $20 to Tony Arena, 
a.k.a. Anonymous Boy P.O. Box 1502, Old 
I Chelsea Station, NY, NY IOOII. 

Through Stephen I met Tara Mateik, 
this cool girl who really knew the punk-film- 
queer-girl scene inside out. She made a 
short animated film called Queen Nelora 
and the Fantastic Courting Yard ($12), 
about an affair between Eleanor Roosevelt 
I and Amelia Earheart, using trash, soda bot- 
I ties and cardboard to construct its crude sets. 

I The film is distributed by Jill Walsh’s compa- 
I ny Lady Art Revival, that also carries videos 
I like Women Punk Art Making Party and How 
I the Miracle of Masturbation Saved Me from 
I Becoming a Teenage Space Alien. Jill also 
I sells underwear that say "I HEART My Cunt 


on them ($6). For more info on what 
sounds like a cool project, contact P.O. Box 
217 Morrestown, NJ 08057, email 

ladiesartrevival@hotmail . com . 

While I was in New York, I was doing 
some shooting for a TV segment on my 
favorite cult film Ladies and Gentlemen, the 
Fabulous Stains for the Independent Film 
Channel’s show Split Screen. While doing 
this I met two awesome women who are doing 
really interesting things. Rebecca M. Alvin, 
who helped me shoot, is doing an unusual 
documentary called Our Bodies, Our Minds. 
It’s about chicks that went into the sex indus- 
try solely because they wanted to. This film 
has pissed a lot of people off, especially femi- 
nists. In the synopsis, Rebecca makes the 
good point that; "In 1984 Vanessa Williams 
lost her Miss America title for appearing in 
nude photos. In 1993, Heidi Fleiss was sen- 
tenced to seven years in prison for being an 
entrepreneur in the sex business. In 1994 * 
Carol Shaya lost her job with the NYPD 
because she posed nude for Playboy. Not 
one mainstream feminist organization has 
spoken up in defense of these women! ” The 
film includes interviews with porno star Nina 
Hartley, Good Vibrations sex store co-owner 
Carol Queen, and many more. Rebecca is 
still trying to finish her film and is seeking 
support. All donations are tax-deductible. 
Contact: Belly Girl Films, Inc, P.O. Box 
750086, Forest Hills, NY 11375 * email: bel- 
lygirl@earthlink.net. 

Rebecca helped me film actress Debbie 
Rochon, who is considered one of the mod- 
ern day B-movie queens. She was a 12 year- 
old extra in LAGTF Stains (which is why I 
was interviewing her), but now she’s a hor- 
ror regular. She played the foxy lesbian 
nurse in Tromeo and Juliet, and puts in an 
amazingly comedic, twisted performance in 
Hellblock 13. Other great titles from her 
oeuvre are Head Cheerleader — Dead 
Cheerleader, Santa Claws, and Depraved. 
She is also one of the Slice Girls, a group of 
horror gals who do a spoof on... you know. 
She was recently interviewed in the 
"Exploitation Retrospect” section of the lat- 
est version of Carbon 14- so you can learn 
more about her there. "Exploitation 


Retrospect” is highly recommended on its 
own merits, it’s a great resource for info on 
fringe videos and cult film. Check it out! 
Debbie does a lot of work for Troma Film 
Studios. Her co-star Will Keenan is also a 
Tromite (he was Tromeo in Tromeo and 
Juliet and the lead freak in Love God). He 
put in some hard time helping my sister and 
I flier— I love this guy. 

Speaking of Troma, the king of 
Tromaville, Llyod Kaufman, has a hysterical 
book entitled All I Need to Know About 
Filmmaking I Learned from the Toxic 
Avenger. It’s part autobiography, part how- 
to, and part history of Troma, all goofy. Out 
of all the "HowTo” film books I’ve seen, this 
one is the closest to my heart. He really gives 
the lowdown on what it’s like to be a 
beyond-low budget filmmaker. Lloyd 
absurdly goes off on all these tangents, from 
how he embarrassed his film commissioner 
wife at the premiere of Howard Stern’s 
movie Private Parts, to his love of African 
whores, and, to his constant anxiety, what to 
write for the book so that Penguin, its pub- 
lisher, wouldn’t ask him for his advance 
back. Lloyd bickers with his editor through- 
out the book in a series of parenthesis and 
footnotes-and the editor bickers back! But 
there is a lot of invaluable lessons and infor- 
mation in here and you get a sense of the 
dada-ist spirit that fuels the Troma empire. 
After reading this book I came away with 
I such respect, not for Lloyd personally (dis- 
I gusted is more like it — ha ha), but for how 
I long Troma has lasted as an independent 
I studio and how much its produced/distrib- 
I uted. I also didn’t realize the extent of influ- 
I ence that Toxic Avenger had on the world. I 
I highly recommend Lloyd’s book to any 
I wannabe filmmakers out there who don’t 
I want to take the safe route. 

In Punk Planet 28, Beth Ramona Allen 
I and I did an interview here with Penelope 
I Spheeris. If you want to read the entire 
I unedited version, check it out at 
I http://www.sfbg.com/loudmouths/pene- 

I lope.html and if you want any info on my 
I film, Mary Jane’s Not a Virgin Anymore, 

I check out http://www.sirius.com/~lenny/ 

I maryjane. Thanks! Until next time! ® 
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25 cent Soul Project #11 think I am reading this 
correct, this is a zine and a cassette and the theme is 
interesting. It appears that each person / band on 
the tape sent in a song or part of a song on a four 
track tape and left at least one track open. Then the 
25 cent Soul Project took over and added their twist 
to your song. The zine has a bio on each that read 
better than a lot of the zines that come through 
these doors. Great idea and some of the songs are 
real fun and travel form acoustic to elctronica and 
back. What a DIY, punk ass thing to do. I need to 
get to Toronto, which appears to be the real punk 
capital of the world. E-mail for prices at 
tapegun@interlog.com. . 

My Mean Magpie PO Box 68568, 360A Bloor St. W 
Toronto, ON M5S 1X1 Canada 

127 Days To Live..., #2 When I saw the title of this 
zine, I immediately hoped (for some weird reason) 
that this zine would be fixated on the Y2K problem 
that is causing such media frenzy and will, as the 
clock runs down, begin to spawn t-shirts, stickers 
and other idiotic merchandise that will have catchy 
slogans saying "I survived Y2K”, just in case every- 
thing turns out alright. The malls will be selling 
those like hotcakes, I’d predict. No sale though, this 
zine doesn’t even mention the trendy Y2K phe- 
nomenon. It is, however, filled with content that 
doesn’t interest me, such as random writings about 
nothing groundbreaking, an article on doing a zine 
and others. I think I am beginning to outgrow zines 
these days. (BR) 

$1?, 11623 90th Ave., Delta, B.C., V4C 3H5 

1999: A year in halftones and Constructionist slo- 
gans #1 Well, 1999 is here, and that means you will 
probably be needing a new calendar. 1999 : a Y ear * n 
halftones..., fills this void. This is just what it says, a 
1999 calendar featuring halftoned pictures and 
quotes by famous Russian Constructionists. If you 
don’t know what Constructionism is, it is a old 
Russian art movement that thought artists should 
play a constructive role in society rather than isolat- 
ing themselves from it. Each month has a different 
halftoned picture(a printing technique where pic- 
tures are made up of dots) and a different 


Constructionist slogan. With slogans like, "A 
Constructively organized life is above all the mysti- 
cal life of magicians, "how can you go wrong? Cool 
Stuff. (JK) 

Jen Davidson, 303 Thomas St. NW, Olympia WA 98502 
$4.00 

Abus Dangereux A French language and very very 
slick indie rock zine. Features (in French of course) 
on The Jesus Lizard, Rocket from the Crypt, Elliot 
Smith and much more. (DS) 

25f; BP 21, 33151 Cenon Cedex FRANCE 

Alarm Clock #35 Did I just type a number 35 ?? 
Christ, this is one prolific zine. It’s basically a 
review zine, filled with live reviews and record 
reviews accompanied by line-art drawings of the 
artist. But the hook here is that they only (pretty 
much) review women musicians. They don’t draw 
genre lines here, and do a very competent job of 
writing reviews of all sorts of different things. This 
is an admirable project. (DS) 

$3.00; P0 Box 1551 Royal Oak Ml 48068-1551 

Anti-Everything, #1 The cover states that this is 
"the crappy first issue ”. To be honest, I kind of 
liked Anti-Everything. Sure, the layout is bad and 
there is nothing in here that I haven’t read before 
Out this zine has personality. The interview that the 
editor does with himself is funny. The rest of the 
zine is filled with random ramblings and facts that 
really don’t pertain to much and have no bearing 
on shaping your life in any way but it is entertain- 
ing. That’s what 

it’s all about... entertainment. (BR) 

$2, R0. Box 983, Grand Island, NE 68802 

Athena’s Scapegoat #2 When I got zines like this, 
I can almost always write the review before I read it 
(which takes about five minutes). I love little simple 
high school zines. You always get something per- 
sonal with the had drawn cover (either coloring or 
glitter or maybe a sticker). Athens comes with both 
coloring and glitter. You always got an Epitaph 
band or two interviewed. Athena’s has both Rancid 
and H2O. the real reason I like the high school zine 
phenomenon is that they take about ten minutes to 


read in their entirety and always make me smile or 
laugh at once. Athena’s did at least twice. Lotsa clip 
art and copied photos from magazines. 

$1 ppd., or trade Athena's Scapegoat 1210 W. 68th 
Terrace, Kansas City, 64113 

The Beard #1 Humor in a sarcastic vein, not 
unlike A Punk Kid Walks Into A Bar. The draw- 
ings, rankings and miscellaneous babbling within 
the pages comes off as just a step beyond in-jokes, 
but much of it is quite funny, albeit random. The 
zine s downfall is its lack of cohesion, and lack of 
staples, at that. 4 ° pages, 8.5” x 5 - 5 ” (JVS) 

Bradley Beasley, 1220 Lake St., Kent, OH 44240 

Chumpire #111 This is the one page sheet from the 
teacher in Pennsylvania and would be essential sheet 
for those in the Midwest or interested in the PA 
area. You get scene updates, music reviews, general 
insight and lots of babble. Worth your stamp 
indeed. (EA) 

1 Stamp P0 Box 680 Conneaut Lake, PA 16316-0680 

Cool Beans #8, #9 Cool beans is a great zine, and 
Punk Planet knew it when they interviewed Matt a 
few years back. Both of these issues come with 
compilation CDs and are reviewed in the music 
section. Issue #8 is the "Traveling Issue” and #9 * n 
the "Uncool Beans” issue dealing with all bad, evil 
things. Matt has a pattern and each issue revolves 
around a theme. Reading these two issues back to 
back I realized how true the format sticks and 
makes Cool Beans a dependable zine. We normally 
don’t like things dependable, but rather exciting, 
new and outrageous. When a zine tries to be out- 
landish it normally turns into incomprehensible 
and ugly. We can thank Cool Beans for a nice easy 
to read layout and pictures that actually look good. 
We get interviews of bands you probably never 
heard of and stories about being or from being a 
cab driver. I haven’t told you much about the zines 
themselves, but order them and you won’t be dis- 
appointed, oh yeah it’s a zine that anyone can read 
and isn’t specific to punk, garage, grind, sxe, etc. 
Stories of everything form hockey fighting to 
freight train hopping to San Francisco Burritos 



REVIEWERS 


Brian Czarnik (BC), Bryan Ryder (BR), Dan Sinker (DS), Eric Action (EA), Jack Saturn (JVS), Patti Kim (PK), Scott MacDonald (SM) 


versus New York Pizza. Everyone can enjoy Cool 
Beans. (EA) 

Distributed through Mordam, visit www.coolbeans.com 

De/Colonization of an American Nation at Home: A 
Manifest of Possibility What’s up with publishing a 
thesis in zine form? As far as I can tell, this is what 
I’m reading. The writing is dry and academic, and 
doesn’t appear to say very much other than "We 
need change.” (DS) 

No address 

Dial Tone #3 Short, but very smart zine. Included 
here is a critique of the 1980s ("The TV unit was 
saying 'PLEASE STAY TOGETHER’ as the family 
unit was self-destructing”), a critique of the 1990s 
("Unfortunately for most of us, information age, is 
actually a euphemism for everythign’s about to get a 
lot shittier.”) as well as a couple other essays. Well 
worth a read, however brief it may be. (DS) 

PO Box 994 Chapel Hill NC 27514 

Dirt #1 Dirt e-zine webguys David Cushman and 
Mike Verleth have piloted a print counterpart to 
their cool-ass online publication and it is totally on 
point. The pros and cons of print and digital pub- 
lishing, acknowledging the buffoon inside of you, 
pesky kids, a moving piece by Molly of 407 zine, 
comics by Kris Dresen, a cornucopia of film 
reviews, Elly and her webcam world, autobiographi- 
cal comics pioneer and master of storytelling 
Harvey Pekar (yea!), Ann ’Melty’ Wilson, Guinea 
Pig Hero zine, and a chat with Marilyn Wann of 
Fat!So? zine. Interesting and intelligent articles 
matched with a clean easy-on-the-eyes layout make 
Dirt in print a thoroughly enjoyable read. An 
excellent premiere issue. (PK) 

$1: David Cushman, 223 Meadow St., Apt. 10, 
Naugatuck CT, 06770 
http://www.dirtmagazine.com 

Dishwasher #15 In this issue, Dishwasher Pete gets 
coerced into doing Louisiana. "I took a break from 
the dishes while T debated whether or not to leave. I 
had better things to do than provide some racist 
asshole with my time and labor. When I finally set- 
tled on leaving, the other dishwasher showed up for 
work. He was black, so there went my theory that 
the officer-owner wouldn’t hire any black employ- 
ees. OK, so I’d stay after all. I washed for a few 
more minutes before it dawned on me that the only 
black employee was washing dishes, which only con- 
firmed my original suspicion. That was it, I was 
leaving. I had already pulled off my apron when 
Bernard, the other disher, lead me to the rear of 


the dish cave. He showed me the bucket he had 
filled with cans of beer and ice. Maybe I had been 
overreacting. I decided to stay.” Welp, Pete didn’t 
stay with that gig for very long. In fact, he blew off 
that stab at Louisiana with a pretty sweet Fuck You. 
But still determined to conquer this pesky state, he 
goes beyond the call of duty and finds himself wash- 
ing dishes on an oil rig in the Gulf of Mexico. 
What follows is the hilarious and extremely articu- 
late testimony of life at sea with the suds. Plus 
quotes pulled from various places all about dishin’ 
it at sea, a comic by Gavin Mclnnes (Pervert) 
depicting fellow comic artist Marc Bell (Mojo 
Action Companion Unit) in his own dishpig days, a 
great interview with dishwashing dissident David 
Wagner who published union-loving (ha) The 
Camera Eye, and of course, letters from the mail- 
bag. This is arguably one of the finest zines 
around. (PK) 

$1: P0 Box 8213, Portland OR, 97207 

Donut A-Whole-Hole #2 This is the jam packed lit- 
tle hand sized style of zine that I love, filled with a 
person’s opinions, rants, raves, and some damn 
poetry. Inside Adam gives us his list of all the 
records he bought in I999& and shows that he 
attended. And lots more... (BC) 

2 stamps Adam Crispin 4124 Terrace, Kansas City, M0. 
64111 

DOO Wrong #2 Doo Wrong is sort of a strange little 
zine, combining band interviews and reviews with 
stories about self defense and playing UNO. For the 
most part I found the stories pretty good, and the 
interviews pretty boring. This isn’t to say they were 
bad interviews, but in general I find interviews with 
most bands pretty boring to read. This issue fea- 
tures interviews with Jimmy Eat World, Hatebreed, 
Mike Watt(the shortest interview ever), and 
Whitehouse Records. One big complaint I have is 
the editing in this zine. Many of the stories are very 
hard to understand because of huge grammatical 
errors and weird run on sentences. Other than 
this, this is an OK zine. (JK) 

Emergency #1 What started out as overly-descrip- 
tive, trying-too-hard prose ended up being pretty 
amazing. Attempting to establish a cohesive forum 
for creative punk non-fiction and succeeding con- 
siderably, Emergency is a set of organized tales of 
Ammi’s life, with the punk references merely set- 
ting a backdrop to stories that transcend lifestyle. 
The fiction suffers from wordiness, but the non- 
fiction is great stuff. 8.5" x 7” (JVS) 


$1 or trade; Ammi Emergency, 142 W. 4th Street, Apt. 
18, New York, NY 10012 

Fork Coalition #1 A Montana -intensive zine writ- 
ten by young zinesters. Jello Biafra appears in a 
number of articles. The zine tries to come across as 
political, but the articles are mostly unfounded 
speculation posing as proven truths. A particularly 
unnerving story concerns the editor’s failed rela- 
tionship, where he complains of a broken heart, yet 
wishes death by strangulation upon his ex-girl- 
friend. Umm.. yeah. Interview with local band 
Punk Rock Girls. 36 pages; 8.5” x 5.5” (JVS) 

Gary Jimmerson, 100 Langford Hall, Rm. 223, 

Bozeman, MT 59715 

Fracture, #5 Professionalism is running rampant 
in the zine world and I would be lying if I said I do 
not mind. Fracture is another in a sea of nice 
looking, music related, punk rock magazines. The 
reason I feel the need to mention this so much is 
because many of these magazines are overrun with 
ads and the rest is rounded of with a few interviews 
and twenty pages of bad record reviews. Fracture 
surpasses the competition in these departments, 
including articles on Revolution In The 
Workplace, COPEX, lengthy, informative reviews 
and interviews with Stampin’ Ground, One Car 
Pile Up and Jonathan Baker. However, seeing a 
countless number of zines with similar format over 
the past few years, I can honestly say that it is get- 
ting old fast. (BR) 

free or donation, R0. Box 623, Cardiff, CF3 9ZA, Wales, 
UK 

Freedom, #2 It is obvious from the cover of this 
zine that this editor has completely different tastes 
than myself, making it that much more difficult to 
enjoy. I was interested to discover that the editor is 
from Hawaii and it is kind of neat that there is a 
scene there at all. However, I cannot express 
interest in pop punk bands, no matter how hard I 
try. For those who may find the interest, Freedom 
features page space on Jason Miller, Discount, 
Unit IO I , The WorldDomination Skate Demo, 
The Eddie, The Junked Punks and Corporate 
Welfare. Again, pop punk and ska fans may find 
something of interest here but I cannot bring 
myself to take any of the music that this scene pro- 
duces seriously. (BR) 

$1.50, 46-365 Kahuhipa St., Kaneohe, Hawaii 96744 

FucktOOth #23 After leaving Maximum Rock ’n’ 
Roll, Jen Angel is back with a vengeance. Another 
IOO pager that is stuffed with more information 


Our review policy is very simple: Independently published? We review it. However, that doesn’t mean that it gets a good review. If a reviewer likes your zine, you get a good review. If 
a reviewer doesn’t like it, you don’t. It’s not institutional policy that your zine is good or that it’s bad, it’s just one reviewer’s opinion — so don't freak out. We’re sure you put a good 
deal of work into your project, and that alone is certainly worth some congradulations! But please, if you’re pissed at a review, remember: it’s not Punk Planet, it’s just one reviewer. 
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than a years full of personal zines we receive here at 
Punk Planet. This issue has the usual stuff, but a 
good explanation of the break up of Jen and MRR 
and Tim Yo’s death. Fucktooth is always a long 
read, not a one sitter in the bathroom, but a few 
nights of nighttime reading. It was interesting to 
read another Midwesterner’s opinion of the San 
Francisco’s music scene. Got this one, it is worth 
your $2 a lot more than another other zine in this 
reviews section. (EA) 

$2, PO Box 353 Mentor, OH 44061 

A Girl and Her Bike #5 This little personal zine is 
as charming as it is thin. The author writes in a 
conversational stream-of-consciousness form, with 
frequent parenthetical diversions. She talks about 
body image, crushes and being queer, all sand- 
wiched between two photos of a girl, topless but 
dressed as a cheerleader, going nuts with pop- 
poms. (SM) 

PO Box 2425, Winnepeg, MB. R3C 4A7, Canada 
stamps? 

Go Metric #10 I wish the folks at Go Metric could 
step the ante up and do this more often. They 
always have great interviews and I actually look for- 
ward to reading Go Metric. In this issue we get an 
interview with Junior Varsity, an excellent band that 
better put out an LP soon. Plus a chat with 
Nardwuar, who always has a lot to say. This is a 
always a good zine, though it is way too short. (EA) 
Fifty-five cent stamp Go Metric PO Box 250878 NY, NY 
10025 

Gutless #3 Apparently it’s been l 6 months since 
the last issue of Gutless came out. Sheesh! Anyway, 
this is a really thick zine that’s mainly reviews of 
indie stuff. Also featured are articles on the Simple 
Machines goodbye party, interviews with Stereolab 
and Superchunk and much, much more. (DS) 

$3; PO Box 725368 Berkley Ml 48072-5368 

Hanging Like A Hex, #11 Here we have another 
widely distributed music related punk magazine. 
The one question I have, before I proceed any 
further, is what is every "hardcore" kid’s fascina- 
tion with fusing hardcore with metal to make us all 
one big, happy family of "heavy music fans”. It 
might appear as if metal has become more intelli- 
gent and hardcore is growing dumber but that 
would be giving hardcore way too much credibili- 
ty. Anyhow, this issue has interviews with Buried 
Alive, Cave In, Meeshuggah, Compound Red, 
Hyper PR, Kevin Finn, Fireside, a Botch / Jesuit / 
Dillinger Escape Plan tour diary, columns, reviews 
and an uncontrollable amount of ads. All in all 
there were a minimal amount of features that 
sparked interest but damn if I haven’t read a hun 


A Girl and Her Bike / Keepin’ it Real 


dred zines like this before. (BR) 

$1, 201 Maple Lane, N. Syracuse, NY 13212 

HeartAttack, #20 God, I remember when this zine 
first appeared on the scene. At that point, the only 
other zines in it’s league were MR&R and this zine, 
long before the advent of the metal / hardcore mag- 
azines. At one point, it would have been a pleasure 
to review HeartAttack but over the years, certain 
aspects of this zine have lost personality. The main 
thing that struck me was the recent decision to 
accept ads from bigger, not-so-DIY indie labels. 
Even as more zines were taking on the big distribu- 
tion and professional aspects of zine production, 
HeartAttack held it’s own as many people’s haven 
for true DIY punk. As bigger labels began occupy- 
ing ad space in it’s pages, it makes one wonder if 
smaller labels will eventually be occasionally over- 
looked for bigger label’s financial abilities. Not an 
accusation, mind you, just an observation. This, 
along with the loss of many excellent columnists 
and reviewers and lack of interesting content has 
brought HeartAttack to the level of mediocre. 
Inside this particular issue is the thoughts of many 
on this DIY debate, an interview with Reversal Of 
Man and the usual. After a number of these 
mediocre issues, it makes me wonder if HeartAttack 
has the capabilities of being as great and inspiring 
as it once was. (BR) 

$.50, RO. Box 848, Goleta, CA 93116 

How I Spent My Summer Vacation I fucken love 
Alison Haimson, woo! Sorry for the somewhat 
abrasive intro to this review but allow me to explain. 
Many moons ago— at least three or four years— I 
used to trade zines with a rad young teenager named 
Alison (duh). Hers were endearing zines by your 
no-so-average 14-year old girl. She ranked as my 
youngest penpal and one of the sweetest. We’d lost 
touch over the years due to her transient nature and 
my serious lack of snailmail etiquette 
("Snettiquette”? Heh heh. Sorry.). So I was 
stoked to receive How I Spent My Summer vacation 
for review. Now at the ripe old age of 17 (at the 
time of her publishing HISMSV), Alison puts forth 
this mammoth account of her summer as a roadie 
for Operation: Cliff Clavin, as an uncertain teen 
on the cusp of entering college life, as a baby dyke 
searching for representation within the punk scene, 
and so on. Coherence, quality, and a certain 
poignancy put this in a league all of its own. It’s 
weird— even though I really don’t know Alison very 
well, I feel like I’ve seen her kinda grow up over the 
years, through mail and zines. And I can honestly 
say that she is one darn good egg who knows how to 
express herself. So write away for this awesome zine 
and tell her that "Auntie Patti Kim” sent ya. 
Definitely not for sissies though. (PK) 


$1 + 2 stamps; 5810 W. Willis Rd., Georgetown IN, 
47122-9117 

Hllffer, #9 I like this zine, plain and simple, but 
there are bothersome aspects about it. To begin, 
this is a graffiti zine with pages upon pages of graf- 
fiti works. There is an interview with "The Buffer”, 
which is a guy who is a graffiti remover and is vehe- 
mently anti-writing. Graffiti has always intrigued 
me an even though I have never partaken in such 
acts, the content, if done well, can be inspiring to 
view. My only problem with Huffer is the over 
abundance of nude women in sexually provocative 
positions. I do not fully understand their presence 
in the zine and in my opinion, they portray obvious 
sexist undertones and needless to say, I found it 
completely unnecessary. (BR) 

$1, 214 Clara, San Francisco, CA 94107 

Huffer #8 Huffer is a zine from the graffiti under- 
ground. Aside from an interview with the artist 
Mosk, this zine is all pictures of graffiti ... and 
naked women. Yup, a posed pic of a nude babe on 
every page. Although the zine would benefit 
tremendously from color printing (graffiti just 
looks weird in b&w), it’s put together well. It’s a 
little too thin to justify $3 for it, though. (SM) 

$3, 214 Clara, San Francisco, CA 94107 

Impact Press #18 Great leftist punk zine out of 
Florida. This is a really inspiring zine, as the ideas 
compiled within are well written and totally right 
on. The feature here is an interview with Michael 
Moore (Roger & Me, TV Nation) and while it’s 
interesting, I’m much more excited about all the 
articles, rants & columns about what’s wrong with 
America. Worth checking out for sure. (DS) 

$2; 10151 University Blvd. Suite 151 Orlando FL 
32817 

International Straight Edge Bulletin #24 The name 
says it all. I would not say there is a heavy emphasis 
on straightedge lifestyles as there is on the interna- 
tional relations of the hardcore community. The 
scene reports are excellent. Very personal and 
interesting ranging from what is going on in Roma 
Italy, to the state of the scene in Israel, to what is 
going on in the scenes of South America. 
Maximum RockNRoll’s international scene reports 
never quite do it this well. The columns and inter- 
views are great as well. There are also many ideas on 
DIY ethics that are fresh and worth reading. 
Inspiring. (SY) 

$3 Worldwide. Y.Boisleve, BP 7523, 35 075 Rennes 
cedex 3, FRANCE 

Keepin' It Real #1 This zine revolves around the 
editor’s ’return to his hometown of Spokane after 
spending time in Seattle. The editor’s tale of find- 
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ing an old bag of zines (the story that accompanies 
it is great) is the highlight of the zine, but unfortu- 
nately there is very little content in these few pages, 
aside from top ten lists and reviews written by other 
people. The zine is disappointing overall. 12 pages; 

8.5” x 5.5” (JVS) 

Griff Sombke, 314 S. Grand Blvd., Suite #2-273, 
Spokane, WA 99202 

La Mala Manzana #4 This is another well-meaning 
newsprint zine by done young punks. The editor 
and writers spout plenty of optimism, but most of it 
comes out as cliche. There is a one-sentence- 
answer interview with the Bouncing Souls, and a 
slightly more thorough talk with Mike from Soda 
Jerk Records. The focus here is on the Colorado 
Springs scene. 24 pages; 8.5” x II” (JVS) 

$1; RO. Box 1712, Colorado Springs, CO 80901-1712 

Law of Inertia #4 Just because a zine has a slick 
color cover and a good list of band interviews does- 
n’t mean it’s good. This zine has all that, along with 
decent layout, but I just can’t like it. The interviews 
are too generic. Each one contains a standard 
"Coke or Pepsi” question ... probing stuff. The 
Elliot Smith interview is the exception, but not 
enough to save the zine. Anyway, here’s the bands 
interviewed: Jets to Brazil, Errortype: II, Rainer 
Maria, An Beretta, Digger, Piebald, Metroschifter 
and Boxer. (SM) 

$2, 205 Dryden Rd., suite 154, Ithaca, NY 14850 

Media Blitz #5 True to the punk spirit, this zine 
features a lot of thoughtful (yet sometimes juvenile) 
articles on life in Staten Island. Interviews with 
DOA and the Loiterers are included with pieces 
about the downfall of the Dead Kennedys, bus sta- 
tion cops and mandatory record reviews. The best 
part of the zine is a page devoted to "people who 
should be killed,” which is surprisingly funny as it 
humorously attacks people from all walks of life. 32 
pages; 8.5” x 5.5” (JVS) 

$1; Media Blitz, P.O. Box 60104, Staten Island, NY 
10306 

Micromag #10 One of my favorite zines without 
question. Covering the music most often find on 
my turntable and with intelligent interviews that ask 
a few questions beyond, "What are Your 
Influences?” This issue has a short interview with 
Mike Stax and an incredible lot of live photos that 
are excellent and make me want to move to Kansas 
City to see live shoes. We need more zines like 
Micromag. (EA) 

Micromag PO Box 442337 Lawrence, KS 66044 

Mr. Doinky*Doink, Superclown #2 This is a 24- 

page story of how this clown saved a man’s life and 
hung out with a fairy. I made it to about page 8 


before passing out in a pool of my own urine (but 
that is another more interesting story.) Good luck 
to those that order this. Tell me how it ends. (BC) 
$1.00 or trade Kacper J. Jarecki 4114 9th Ave #4F. 
Brooklyn, N.Y. 11232 

Nothing Left #8 Nothing Left is simply the best 
punk rock bargain out there. For $2 you get a 
quality music fanzine with a 28-track CD featuring 
good bands and good interviews. In the zine: 
interviews with Joan of Arc, Avail, The Usuals, 
Assuck, Cerebus Shoal, Boxer, The Passenger 
Train Proposal, Tristeza, Anthrax (no shit!), 
Grade, Samiam and rock kings Jets to Brazil, as 
well as columns, reviews and an article on photog- 
raphy. On the CD: The Jazz June, Elliot, Ink & 
Dagger, Mineral, Mid Carson July, The Usuals, 
Coalesce, Algebra One, The Frownies, All 
Chrome, Despair, Tied Down, Hunter-Gatherer, 
Bedford, Tucker, A New Found Glory, The Chase 
theory, The Faint, Boxer, The Juliana Theory, 
Indecision, Autumn Lee, Joshua, No Motiv, Keith 
Welsh, Time Will Tell, Bearing, 7th Card Down. 
Whew. Get this. (SM) 

$2 P0 Box 1073, Wilkes-Barre, PA 18703 

Paper Tigers Wicked smart zine out of Tulsa, 
Oklahoma. This guy has a head on his shoulders— a 
bitter head, yes, but a head that WORKS and a head 
that WRITES, which is more than many heads. 
Wonderfully moving eulogy for author Kathy 
Acker, an interesting (if problematic) piece linking 
the Zapatistas with the US Militia Movement and 
much more. (DS) 

PO Box 2945 Tulsa OK 74101-2945 

Punk Associated #1 Another dumb punk rock 
mag, featuring interviews with Fat Wreck-type 
bands, reviews, pictures and jokes about shitting. 
Interviewed is No Use For A Name, Buck-O-Nine 
and Sick of it All. There’s a way-too - much - 
description story about a dream the guy had where 
he was going to have sex and ended up just pissing 
all over a bed, as well as a fucked up cartoon show- 
ing an Iraqi launching a Scud missile out of a 
camel’s mouth. (SM) 

$1, 1625 Coughtry, Ville St. Laurent, Quebec, Canada 
H4L3H2 

A Punk Kid Walks Into A Bar #12 This ever-sar- 
castic collection of thoughts and ramblings from 
Barklay is, in his eyes, at a low point in the zine s 
history. Most readers won’t be picky enough to 
notice — one either detests or adores his bad attitude 
and satire of everything a zine is supposed to be. 
Little more than sarcastic ego-stroking, this zine 
contains so much writing that at least a few snippets 
will appeal to any reader. 32 pages, 8.5” x II” (JVS) 


$1; Barklay Mitchell, RO. Box 254, Rye, NY 10580 

Pushing up Daisies #4 Nika is back and better 
with issue number 4 - This one is dedicated to 
her brother, and she thanks him for introducing 
her into the indie world. Inside are many love 
stories from a girl’s point of view, and lots of 
personal; reflection pieces. A decent zine and a 
good read. (BC) 

$2.00 Nika 1959 Foothill Blvd. #220 San Luis Obispo, 
CA. 93405 

Random #4 & #5 Teen power and stereotypes, 
comics, food reviews, poetry/fiction, Starbucks 
affection (not), angst and the high school curricu- 
lum, a fun questionnaire about aliens, and inter- 
views with Seth Bogard (Super-8 Underground) 
and John O’Leary (U.S. ambassador to Chile). 
Cut 'n' paste to the max with a spunky in-yer-face 
attitude. (PK) 

$1 ea./3 stamps/trade; Lenn B., 532 Elmwood Rd., 
Pownal ME, 04069 

Rats In The Hallway #9 Above-average writing is 
here in RITH, but unfortunately a lot of the con- 
tent is standard. Interviews with Fury 66 and 
Warped Tour bands Less Than Jake, Tilt, and 
MxPx, as well as Chumbawumba (who defend their 
politics). Lots of other editorials are included, the 
best one being written by a punk rock father about 
raising his daughter in an ethical manner. Reviews, 
show listings and other Colorado news, as well. 48 
pages; 8.5” x II" (JVS) 

$1; RITH, RO. Box 7151, Boulder, CO 80306 

Samzine #2 Chris from the band 
Operation:Cliff Clavin compiles a second secret 
issue of his roommate’s scribbling, rantings and 
various doodling. Chris finds pieces of paper in 
Sam’s room and photocopies them to put in this 
zine. The outcome is only mildly humorous. 16 
pages; 8.5” x 5.5” (JVS) 

$1; Samzine, RO. Box 954, Bloomington, IN 47402 

Shat Upon, #6 I really like the editor’s attitudes 
about why he does this zine but I cannot get into the 
content. Occasionally, there were things that struck 
me funny but for some reason, this zine either was 
uninteresting or even annoying. It seems as if the 
editors tried really hard to be funny and maybe they 
just are not funny or maybe I don’t understand 
their sense of humor but I did not really enjoy this 
zine thoroughly. I think that if you like zines like 
Lumpen Times or Tailspins, you mi^ht find some- 
thing of interest in Shat Upon though. (BR) 
free, R0. Box 9081, Missoula, Montana 59807 

Skyscraper #4 This issue of Skyscraper features 
interviews with some pretty cool bands: Man or 
Astroman?, Girls Against Boys, The Makers, Jets to 
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Brazil, The Crimson Curse, Murder City Devils, 
Joan or Arc, Nuzzle, The Promise Ring, and 
Snapcase. Also featured are interviews with Tree 
Records, Stop Breathing magazine, and Skylab 
Operations vs. AudioinformationPhenomena. I 
really like this magazine. The interviews are done 
with good bands and are very long and thorough. I 
would like to see more magazines with interviews 
like this. I especially liked the Man or Astroman? 
interview, which is hilarious and worth the price of 
the magazine by itself. Highly Recommended. (JK) 
j Skyscraper Magazine, PO box 4432 Boulder, CO 80306 
$3.00 

Slow Poke Comix #1 This appears to be the same 
issue of Slow Poke I reviewed a few months ago, but 
it is now printed much more like a real comic with a 
nice cover and stuff. I liked this the first time I 
reviewed it, and I still do. Very nifty little stories 
and cool artwork make for a quirky and entertain- 
ing read. Now it just looks better. Recommended. 

OK) 

Alternative Comics, 611 NW 34th Dr., Gainsville, FL 
32607-2429 

So Fuckin’ What? #4 An archy symbols and 
mohawks consume these pages with fervor. The 
typos abound (lots of out-of-place apostrophes), 
but the intent is strong behind at least some of 
these articles. SFW is calling for scene unity, sup- 
port for Food Not Bombs, and the freeing of polit- 
ical prisoners. Lots of contact addresses and DIY 
information. 34 pages; 8.5” x II” (JVS) 

$1 and a stamp; SFW, 253 Alexander St. Apt. 322, 
Rochester, NY 14607 

Something For Nothing #41 "A lot of people will 
say that it’s not easy to give up a child once you’ve 
given birth to it— I’m certain it would be easier to 
deal with than the guilt that sets in when you realize 
you’ve had it put to death. And, technically, you’re 
giving birth and giving the child up either way. It s 
just that in one case it’s being killed. It s still a 
complex thing, but it is pretty obvious that it 
involves the killing of a person. So it basically 
comes down to if you can rationalize that as being 
an okay thing to do.” — zine editor Idy. That s just a 
sample of the writing you can find in Something 
j For Nothing zine. (PK) 

55c stamp; 516 Third St. NE, Massillon OH, 44646 

Sore #7 A nice punk-emo-pe.rsonal-hardcore zine 
that is about half full of reviews and half full of 
columns. All for you full reading pleasure. (BC) 

$1.00 Sore P.0. Box 68711 VA. Beach, VA. 23471 

Stark Raving #3 From the shit-pit we call St. Louis 
comes this very thick zine called Stark Raving. This 
zine is FULL of political and personal writings. 


Blueberry (the author) is well schooled in her liter- 
ature and quotes many a source. Some writings are 
good some are very "arty.” when you get older your 
tolerance for "arty” stuff goes way down, but still 
most of the stuff was a pleasure to read. (BC) 

$2.00 Girlcom RO. Box 63305 St. Louis, MO. 63163 

Steinbeck Salinas Murder Report Fantastic 1/4 sized 
zine that compiles newspaper clippings (mostly the 
as-promised murder reports) from the Monterey 
Herald and the Salinas Californian. Depressing, 
yes, but entertaining none the less as the author- 
tries to make sense out of the senseless violence that 
surrounds him. (DS) 

PO Box 853 Castroville CA 95012 

Stranded #3/Tin Can #3 Stranded is mostly com- 
posed of band photos and a series of comics that, 
while a bit rough, are very well done. A comic story 
of a cheerleader turned punk is actually rather 
deep. Tin Can includes some rather cheesy comic 
pieces, as well as skateboard photos and lots of barbs 
| aimed at trends within the punk scene, as well as 
article critical of hardcore band Hatebreed. A good 
snapshot of South Carolina’s scene. 48 pages; 8.5” 
x 7” (JVS) 

$1; 2855 Dubard St., Columbia, SC 29204 

Sty Zine #28 Another healthy helping if Icki’s 
writing in yet another fine issue if Sty. Icki is one of 
the best writers operating in punk today. If you re 
not already reading Sty whenever it comes out, 
you’re missing out on excellent observation and 
stunning language. (DS) 

$2; PO Box 1223 Bloomington IN 47401 

Time Will Tell #6 Hardcore zine by-the-numbers. 
Pictures of muscular boys with their band name 
stuck on top, interviews with Floorpunch, Up 
Front, Samiam (??), and others. Rants on religion 
& meat consumption. Nothing new here folks. (DS) 
$2; PO Box 99 Fort Monmouth NJ 07703 

Trash Times #5 A small little zine dedicated to 
garage rock and the trash that surrounds it. Trash 
Times has a nice interview with the Splash Four and 
one with Jeff Magnum. A little too short, but with a 
lack of garage rock zines (in my opinion) this is a 
welcome addition to your collection. (EA) 

Trash Times PO Box 248 Glenview, IL 60025 

Under The Volcano, #46 Under The Volcano seems 
to be to pop punk what Metal Maniacs is to metal. 
Everyone knows I hate pop punk to the fullest 
extent and although it occasionally provides for a 
good laugh, I cringe at the sound of it. For those 
who jump for joy at the annoying sounds of 
pop(ular) punk, Under The Volcano has provided 
it’s reading audience with the usual zine fare and 
interviews with Avail (Boy George loves them.), 


Slow Poke Comix / Zine Guide 


Dystopia One, Bad Religion (are they STILL 
around?), Hopeless Records, Rancid and Squirrels 
From Hell. By now, you have already decided to 
order yourself a copy so my negative ramblings are 
of no use here. (BR) 

$2, RO. Box 236, Nesconset, NY 11767 

Urban Hipster #1 Urban hipster is a collection of 
short, slice of life stories about young "urban 
hipster” types. The art and writing is similar to 
Optic Nerve or Eightball, but not quite as good. 
Some of the stories are kind of interesting, but 
most I found rather pointless. I get the feeling 
reading this that David Lasky and Greg Stump are 
trying to fit into a very specific "alternative” niche 
in the comics industry, but their stories and art 
all seem like copies of other artists/writers styles. 
Overall, this isn’t that horrible, but for my money 
I would rather read Eightball, Hate, or Optic 
Nerve. (JK) 

Alternative Comics, 611 NW 34th Dr., Gainsville, FL 
32607-2429 $2.95 

Willzine #3 Rantings about Madeleine Stowe and 
The WZ moron test find there way into this issue. 
Also inside is a great article about the assholes who 
are among us. This zine contains humor, so it 
might be a shock to most of today’s punks. Ya’ see 
punk rock is suppose to be served with a side of 
humor. It is better that way! (BC) 

$1.00 + 2 stamps willzine 321 N. Pottstown pk. Exton, 
PA. 19341 

Woundig #6 How to make sushi, relationshit, soy 
products and cancer, the Multilateral Agreement 
on Investment, walking advertisement distaste, 
vegan cookin’, "gardening tips, a sad story by nov- 
elist Chris Hopper, a funny Blaine anecdote, pirate 
radio, and tons of Kristy’s rad drawings and 
comics. Plus a special flipbook-style treat for you 
to feast your eyes on while Kristy is feasting on 
something else. (PK) 

$2; Kristy, Apt. 203C, 1720 Baseline Rd., Nepean ON, 
K2C 0B9 

Zine Guide #2 This isn’t a zine, it’s a thin ency- 
clopedia. The zine guide about as comprehensive 
as it gets. It starts with a survey of the top 25 ° 
zines, as voted for by hundreds of people 
(Cometbus, fortunately, came out on top. PP got 
#3). There are interviews about the basics of zines 
with tons of zinesters. The zine review section goes 
on for 108 pages. There’s also an impressive index 
of bands, people, places, etc-leading readers to 
the zines that featured them. Very cool. The $6 
for this is worth it if you’re into the small press. 
ThisTias it all. (SM) 

$6, PO Box 5467, Evanston, IL 60204 
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REV: 78 LP/CD (CD FEATURES ENHANCED SEGMENT) 


A THIRTY-MINUTE CATHARTIC JOURNEY OF DARKNESS. 

TORMENT. REGRET AND BEAUTY. 

This is what differentiates art from noise. 


FEATURES MEMBERS OF 108. RESSURECTION AND THREADBARE 


OUT MAY 18th 


will haven whvn H 


NEW LP/CD 


The long awaited follow up to their groundbreaking debut. 

Pummeling, low-end frequencies of sonic metal-hardcore-noise. As seen on tour last year with The Deftones and V.O.D. 


NEW RELEASES FROM REVELATION COMING TO A HORIZON NEARYOU 


gamelace 


THE SCUM ALSO RISES 


*ev«N 0N8 FOtflf* 


NEW 4 SONG 7'VCDsgl 


REVELATION RECORDS 
P.0. BOX 5232 
HUNTINGTON BEACH, CA 92615-5232 
www.RevHQ.com 
TO ORDER DIRECT CALL- (714)842-7584 


KILL HOLIDAY Ip/cd 

“Somewhere Between The Wrong Is right” 
A new line-up, a new direction and a new album 
Melodic and swirling, Brit-influenced pop. 

REV:77 OUT NOW 


GAMEFACE Ip/cd “Every Last Time” 
Gameface’s first full-length release in three years. 

Undeniably catchy rock n’ punk with 
the most sensitive of pop sensibilities. 

REV;75 OUT NOW 


REVELATION RECORDS 
P.O. BOX 5232 
HUNTINGTON BEACH, CA 92615-5232 
TO ORDER DIRECT CALL (714)842 7584 


RevHQ.tom 


The Best Hardcore Record Store On The Web. 




Q ui X. Q.LS — ZL LL 

The Trans Megetti 


very soon: 

thoughts of ionesco “a skin historic” Ip 
empire state games cdep 

other stuff available by thoughts of ionesco, empire state games, wallside, 
quixote, gondolier, jihad, send two stamps or $1 for huge distro catalog, we carry 
stuff from over 60 labels. 

7” is $3.50 postpaid US, $4 canada/mex, $5 europe, 

$6 asia/japan. no checks, make MO’s out to “Joel Wick”. 


MAKOTORECORDINGS , ' .. „ D CAylAO ^ , 

www.makotorecordmgs.com PO Box 50403 Kalamazoo Ml 49005 



“Ok, if you guys and gals don’t already 
know, here’s the scoop. If a record says 
Probe on it, get it!” 

Kenny Sardina RATIONAL INQUIRER #9 



Finally out! 

Grinch/ Lost Goat split LP 

Grinch’s last recording, brand 
new stuff from Lost Goat. $8ppd 



All You Can Eat/ Your Mother 
split 7” $3 ppd 

Reina Aveja Bee Complex 7” $3 

“Jesus fucking Christ. This is damn brutal and 
heavy... Reina Aveja assault you with a brand of 
hardcore that most bands don't dare touch. I’m not 
sure you can really listen to Reina Aveja. It’s more 
like they use you as a host for three songs as you 
stand there with your jaw hanging open. Oh yeah, 
did I mention that this is an all girl band? For what 
this is, you can’t top it." 

Mike Blair NOTHING LEFT #8 


checks to Aaron Muentz 





JOHNNY HANSON PRESENTS 
PUCK ROCK VOLUME 2 co. » 


bruising songs about the world’s fastest sport by Canadian, American, 
Swedish and German fanatical punk/puck bands. Hanson Brothers, 
Riverdales, Pansy Division, D.O.A. and 16 more! 

4 GREAT RELEASES BY 
TIE LEGENDARY D.O.A. 

SOMETHING BETTER CHANGE® if doas 

ground-breaking first album rereleased for the first time in 18 years in its 
original form. 

FESTIVAL OF ATHEISTS enhanced cd, lp & cass • 

New 13-song studio CD also available in limited edition yellow vinyl. 
Enhanced portion includes 8 videos 1979-1994. It’s fucking wild. This is 
worth having not only for the music, but you’ve got to see the interactive 
video shit, man, it’s crazy. - MaximumRockNRoll 

THE LOST TAPES CD, LP & CASS • 16 previously unreleased 
tracks by the original D.OA. guys, 1978-1984. Also available in limited edi- 
tion red vinyl. 

THE GREATEST SHITS VIDEO • The stuff you don’t wanna 
see! 13 song video compilation. 1978-1998. Live + studio videos including 
“Disco Sucks” (Anti-Canada Day, July 1 '78, live), “Get Out Of My Life" 
(Peppermint Lounge, NYC, 1981) and more. 

THE REAL McKENZIES clash of 

THE TARTANS cd • Brilliant second album from these kilt- 
wearin’ madmen. They cement mixer-up punk with Scottish Traditional. I 
suspect Robbie Bums would heartily endorse it! 

FORD PIER 12-step plan, ii-stepford 

CD • Ex-D.O.A. multi-instrumentalist stitches together a lurching, howling 
Frankenstein's Monster of a record from the diseased tissue of all conven- 
tional musical forms. Featuring guest turns from members of NoMeansNo, 
Royal Grand Prix, Molestics, Hissanol, and fellow Showbusiness Giants-at- 
armsC length), this is the type of “pop" you hear before knee surgery." 

PIGMENT VEHICLE murder’s only 

FOREPLAY WHEN YOU’RE HOT FOR REVENGE 

CD • The third album from this unique ground-break-ing trio from Victoria, 
BC. 45 minutes of jarring provoking material. 

DAMNED LOOKING AT YOU 10 
DISCO MAN/PRETTY VACANT r 

Limited edition vinyl from UK legends recorded live in Mulhouse, France, 
1994. 10" is 8 songs, 7” is 2 songs. Two parts of 3-part “live in France" set. 
CD is upcoming. 

DOG EAT DOGMA dogzilla ENHANCED CD 

SThird album from Surrey, BC’s prophets of doom. It’s a menacing 
combo of groove, power and pain. “I thought about issuing razor blades 
with each CD...” - producer Joey Shithead Keithley. It’s also an enhanced 
CD with all the tracks from DED’s first two albums. 


SHAM 69 LISTEN UP/25 YEARS r • New studio 

single from UK legends that played at more riots than they could stand. 
Sounds just like 1978. 


ALSO AVAILABLE: d.b.s. I IS FOR 

INSIGNIFICANT CO, SMEAR WHATEVER MARY CD-EP. 
TOXIC REASONS NO PEACE IN OUR TIME CD, 

IN THE HOUSE OF GOD CO 


ALSO COMING: THE damned 

UVE CD, KAREN FOSTER CD, JP5 CD, — 

L.A.M.S. CD 1>M£H 



USA DISTRO: REVOLVER, ROTZ, SUREFIRE, TEMPERANCE, DUTCH EAST INDIA, 
SMASH, NAIL, GET NIP • CANADIAN DISTRO: FAD, SONIC UNYON, SCRATCH 

SUDDEN DEATH RECORDS 

MOSCROP P.0. #43001, BURNABY, BC CANADA V5G 3H0 



Slap A Ham Records 

« Making Power Violence a cheesy catch phrase since 1989 " 


FUCK ON THE BEACH 

k^Power Violence Forever” LP/CD 


B URNING WITCH 

"Towers” LP 


POWER VIOLENCE FOREVER 


I Far East Fastcore! / Bonus live tracks on CD | 


OTHER STUFF: 

•PHOBIA "Means Of Existence" LP/CD »GASP "Drome Triler Of Puzzle Zoo People" LP/CX) 
•BURNED UP BLED DRY "Cloned Slaves For Slaves" 7" •"Bllleeeeaaauuurrrrgghhh! - A Music War" 1 
compilation 7"* "Fiesta Comes Alive" compilation LP/CD # GODSTOMPER "Saturday Morning Power 
Violence" 7" • NO LESS 7" • MELT BANANA 7" •CAPITALIST CASUALTIES "Dope & War" 7" 
•PHOBIA "Ensla ved" 7"* MAN IS THE BAS TARD "D.I.Y" CD •SPAZ Z"Sweatm / To The Oldies" CD ^ 

L 

SZsM 

rsanfrw.CAW-®' 3 


All prices postpaid / US currency only 1 


No. America 

Surface Airmail 

7” = 

$3.50 

4 6 

LP = 

$8 

1° 13 jgjg 

CP = 

$10 

11 13 


Incoming (don't order yet!): 

•ANCIENT CHINESE SECRET- LP/CD 
• LACK OF INTEREST- LP/CD 


|*Send stamp or IRC for full catalog!] 







All issues before PP15 are all black & white 
Covers of PP15-21 are 2-3 color. All issues 
after 21 have full color covers. And finally, all 
issues before PP29 are printed on newsprint. 
Confused yet 7 

PP4 EPITAPH records, ALLIED 
records and a PUNK LIVING WITH 
AIDS. Article on ABC NO RIO. 80 pgs. 

PP8 RED AUNTS, AUS ROTTEN, 
FABRIC, and THE SMEARS. Article 
on PUNK PUBLISHING. 104 pgs. 

PP11 TEXAS IS THE REASON, 
NAKED AGGRESSION, JOHN 
COUGAR CONCENTRATION 
CAMP, and CHRISTIE FRONT 
DRIVE. Article on COMMUNITY 
BASED MONEY. 104 pgs 

PP13 ADRIAN TOMINE, 
LIFETIME, JON MORITSUGU, 
and SINKHOLE. Article about 
VOTING. 112 pgs 

PP14 RE/SEARCH’s V. Vale, 
DELTA 72, PROMISE RING, THE 
STRIKE, and FACTSHEET 5’s R. 
Seth Friedman. Article about 
PUNK & MULTINATIONAL CAPI- 
TALISM. 120pgs 

PP15 20 pages of COVERAGE 
FROM THE 1996 DEMOCRATIC & 
REPUBLICAN CONVENTIONS. 
Interviews with Sarah Dyer/ACTION 
GIRL COMICS, RHYTHM 
COLLISION, CHAMBERLAIN, and 
CHEESECAKE 120 pgs 

PP16 SARAH JACOBSON, 
DAMNATION AD, THE 
DISMEMBERMENT PLAN, 
CHANGE ZINE. Articles about 
CULTURE JAMMING, and the 
1996-97 NBA SEASON. DIY files 
on ZINE DISTRIBUTION. BEST 
RELEASES OF 1996. 120 pgs 

PP17 “ALL PUNK CONS" a 
critique of modern punk. 
Interviews with THE 
DESCENDENTS, DAN 
O’MAHONEY, SNAPCASE, 
RYE COALITION, and PAIN. 
Article on LIVING WITH THE 
POSSIBILITY OF BREAST 
CANCER. 136 pgs. 

PP19 HEROIN AND PUNK. 
Interviews with: THE SOFTIES, 


TROUBLEMAN UNUMfTED, DILUNGER 
4, LOOKOUT RECORDS and more. 
Articles on the battle between 
ALTERNATIVE TENTACLES AND THE 
PHILADEPHIA PD, Hie WHO’S EMMA 
COLLECTIVE, and more. 168 pgs. 

PP22 PUNK PLANET GOES 
UNDERCOVER WITH THE 
CHRISTIAN MEN’S MOVEMENT, 
THE PROMISE KEEPERS. 
Interviews with RAY & 
PORCELL OF SHELTER/YOUTH 
OF TODAY, EXENE CERVENKA, 
GERN BLANDSTEN RECORDS, 
OVARIAN TROLLEY, BURNING 
AIRLINES, and author STEWART 
HOME. PANSY DIVISION TOUR 
DIARY. And PP gets into the 
ring with INCREDIBLY STRANGE 
WRESTLING. 168 pgs. 

PP23 CHUMBAWAMBA: Has 
mainstream success blunted 
their anarchist ideals? Also 
inside are interviews with 
GEARHEAD FANZINE, LOVEITT 
RECORDS, SUBTERRANEAN 
DISTRIBUTION, THE VAN PELT 
and THE YOUNG PIONEERS. 
Articles on the PIRATE RADIO 
movement, on being an OUT- 
REACH WORKER FOR HOME- 
LESS YOUTH, GURILLA POS- 
TERING and the RECENT 
CONTROVERSIES SURROUND- 
ING THE TEAMSTERS. 154 pgs 

PP24 THE ART & DESIGN ISSUE. 
The current state of art and punk. 
Interviewed in this issue are 
comic activist SETH TOBOKMAN, 
designers ART CHANTRY and 
HOUSE INDUSTRIES, photogra- 
phers CYNTHIA CONNOLLY, 
CHRISSIE PIPER and PAUL 
DRAKE and tattoo artist KIM 
SAIGH. Articles about the poster 
art of FRANK KOZIK, STATE SUB- 
SIDIZING OF THE ARTS, the CUR- 
RENT STATE OF RADICAL ART, 
and DESIGN IN THE UNDER- 
GROUND. 164 pgs. multiple covers 
no longer available 

PP25 THE GROWING GIRL SKATE 
UNDERGROUND in a word: inspir- 


ing! Also in this issue are inter- 
views with SPAZZ, DESOTO 
RECORDS, The WORLD INFERNO 
FRIENDSHIP SOCIETY and BY THE 
GRACE OF GOD’s Duncan Barlow 
explains why he’s retiring from the 
hardcore scene. Plus a 
talk with OUTPUNK’s Matt 
Wobensmith about why he’s stop- 
ping his seminal zine & label. 
Articles on SPOKEN WORD & 25 
YEARS OF CHOICE. Plus, PP25 
looks at the REAL REASONS THE 
CLINTON ADMINISTRATION 
WANTS TO GO BACK TO IRAQ. 
144 pgs 

PP26 STEVE ALBINI, talks 
about everything from working 
for major labels to playing 
guitar to the state of punk 
rock today. Also interviewed 
in PP26: AVAIL, SMART 
WENT CRAZY, SERVOTRON, 
POLYVINYL RECORDS, COMPOUND 
RED and RED MONKEY. Aricles 
include a piece about TOUCH & 
GO RECORDS' RECENT LAW- 
SUIT WITH THE BUTTHOLE 
SURFERS, NEEDLE EXCHANGE 
PROGRAMS, and an expose on 
the less than progressive poli- 
tics of healthfood chain WHOLE 
FOODS. Plus, PP writes the 
story of THE TRAGIC DEATH OF 
GRAFFITI ARTIST TIE. Jam- 
packed at 156 pages. 

PP27 A rare talk with Bikini Kill’s 
KATHLEEN HANNA. Also inter- 
viewed in PP27: DISCOUNT, 
CHROM-TECH, ASSOCK, the 
PEECHEES, and PRANK RECORDS' 
Ken Sanderson. Articles include 
"Rebels Without a Cause," Punk 
Planet looks into the GROWING 
HYSTERIA SURROUNDING TEEN 
VIOLENCE. Jon Strange breaks 
the law and travels with a group 
BRINGING HUMANITARIAN AID 
INTO IRAQ. Marc Bayard is the 
first person to teach A COLLEGE 
COURSE BASED ON PUNK— he 
writes about his experience in 
"Punk 101." Finally, TWO ANTI- 
RACIST SKINHEADS WERE 


MURDERED IN LAS VEGAS THIS 
JULY— Punk Planet investi- 
gates. 156 pgs 

PP28 looks at the GROW- 
ING HEALTHCARE CRISIS IN 
AMERICA THROUGH THE 
EYES OF A OFTEN-OVER- 
LOOKED GROUP: MUSICIANS. 
As author Alex McCown 
explains, "a grand total of 
zero labels in America today 
currently provide health 
care for their artists." 
McCown tells the story of a 
number of different 
bands — both signed and 
unsigned, indie and 
major — and how they have 
struggled under a system 
that cares more about pro- 
ducing records than the 
people recording them. Also 
in this issue: Punk Planet 
continues its series of inter- 
views with influential peo- 
ple in punk with a talk with 
KEVIN SECONDS. Plus, 
FILMMAKER PENELOPE 
SPHEERIS talks with Punk 
Planet film columnist Sarah 
Jacobson about her new 
film, DECLINE OF WESTERN 
CIVILIZATION 3. Other inter- 
views include: JETS TO 
BRAZIL, THE GET UP KIDS, 
ATOM AND HIS PACKAGE 
and RESIN RECORDS. PP28 
also delves into the current 
sampling controversy sur- 
rounding NEGATIVLAND. 
Other articles in PP28 
include a look at THE "LEGA- 
CY" OF BILL CLINTON— find 
out 10 realreasons to not 
like the guy. Plus, the article 
"It's (not) a White World" 
investigates RACE IN 
PUNK— it's not a pretty pic- 
ture. Finally, "Return to the 
Holy Land" brings us to 
ISRAEL THROUGH THE EYES 
OF AN EXPATRIATE. All this 
plus the regular columns, 
reviews DIY and much, 


much more. Our last 
newsprint issue!! 156 pgs 

PP29 checks in with 
SLEATER-KINNEY on the eve 
of the release of their fol- 
low-up to the wildly suc- 
cessful Dig Me Out. Has 
widespread critical acclaim 
changed Sleater-Kinney or 
have they stayed true to 
their roots and to them- 
selves — PP29 answers the 
question. In addition to S-K, 
PP29 features a talk with 
KID DYNAMITE, the new 
band that has risen out of 
the influential Lifetime's 
ashes. PP29 also features a 
talk with The Metroshifter's 
K. SCOTT RICHTER, one of 
the Louisville scene's most 
prolific and eccentric per- 
sonalities. And speaking of 
personalities, PP29 includes 
a talk with JESSICA HOPPER, 
publisher of HIT IT OR QUIT 
IT ZINE, one of the most 
controversial reads in 
punkdom! Also we stop in 
for a chat with emo sweet- 
hearts RAINER MARIA. Any 
feature articles? Godddamn 
right there are. Kim Bae 
brings you aboard as LOS 
CRUDOS TOURS SOUTH 
AMERICA. Author Mimi 
Nguyen (PP28's It's (not) a 
White World) takes A PER- 
SONAL LOOK AT VIETNAM — 
as a homeland, as a war 
and as a state of mind. Also 
featured in PP29 is a look at 
THE USE OF PEPPER SPRAY 
BY THE POLICE; this "non- 
lethal" weapon is more dan- 
gerous than you may think. 
Additionally, PP29 takes a 
look at a unique bike pro- 
gram in Bloomington, 
Indiana— FIND OUT HOW 
SOME USED BIKES AND A 
LOT OF YELLOW PAINT CAN 
HELP CREATE REVOLUTION. 
Finally, PP29 looks at the 


GROWING UNREST IN THE 
KOSOVO REPUBLIC. Also, 
this is our first issue printed 
on high-quality 100% recy- 
cled paper and featuring our 
complete redesign. 136 pgs. 

PP30 THE MURDER OF IRAQ. 
Punk Planet #30 devotes 18 
pages to coverage of the 
horrible destruction reaped 
on the Iraqi people by the US 
and UN’s economic sanc- 
tions. The centerpiece of this 
section is an interview with 
VOICES IN THE WILDERNESS, 
an organization that breaks 
the sanctions and brings 
much-needed medicine and 
supplies to the people of 
Iraq — an act that is illegal 
here and for which Voices is 
being fined by the state. It’s 
a terrible story, but one you 
must read. Also in this 
issue: BRATMOBILE, TODAY 
IS THE DAY, THRILL JOCKEY 
RECORDS, SEAWEED, 
WICKED FARLEYS, VINYL 
COMMUNICATIONS and 
BLUETIP. Articles on Jesse 
"The Body” Ventura’s victory 
in Minnesota; the Mission 
Yuppie Eradication Project, a 
militant group bent on end- 
ing gentrification in San 
Francisco; The Green Party in 
Areata, California; and a 
union vicotory in a 
Nicaraguan Sweatshop. Plus 
an expanded DIY section, 
columns, reviews and much 
much more. 136 pgs. 

Mini pins & stickers Stick 
your Punk Planet pride wherev- 
er you want and wear a pin too! 
Available to you for only $1.00 

Punk Planet T-Shirts NOW 
AVAILABLE!! Previously only 
available to people hooking us 
up with retail leads, we’re now 
making ULTRA-FASHIONABLE 
PP T-SHIRTS available to you 
for only $10.00 ppd 



All Back issues cost $3.00 each 

Punk Planet PO Box 464 

Chicago, IL 60690 

When ordering from outside the US or Canada, please add $2 to 




each issue ordered. 

All back issues come with a mini pin and stickers. 
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YOURS FOR ONLY 



ALL SIZES AVAILABLE, FROM SMALL TO XXXL 
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ME FIRST AND THE GIMMIE GIMMIES 


THE CUTS HEART ATTACK 
J’EP LK223 


THE QUEERS “LATER DAYS & 
BETTER LAYS" CD-ONLY LK216 


DR FRANK “SHOW BUSINESS IS 
MY LIFE" LP/CD LK222 


GROOVIE GHOULIES “FUN IN THE 
DARK" LP/CD LK220 
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